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cC Rx RR 2. 
GE NTLEMEN, &c. 


Vour moſt obedient, &c. &c. : 


A GRE EABLE to your requeſt (a) I now meet you on leſs ſlippery 

grounds than when the Kid-napped Infant (C was the render object 
of our mutual attention. Thoſe on which we now confer notes, are 
craggy and uneven ; but J hope we ſhall get over them without much 
danger or difficulty. Tov, Gentlemen, who guard the 7. urnpikes, and 
patrole the Literary Highway, are in the ſecret of makin g the crooked 
paths firaight, and the rough ones even; and 7, having ſet my foot on 
the ſolid rock of truth, hope to ſtand firm againſt every blaſt of oppoſition. 

I muſt own to you, Gentlemen, F could have wiſhed to exert my la- 
bours on a more grateful ſoil, had not the complexion and misfortunes of 
the times forced me in a manner into the Political Garden. My firſt de- 
ſign was not to harrow up the premiſes, but to weed them. But, alas ? 
I found them ſo full of briars, thorns, (and in proportion as I approached 
the Court): ( c) ſo. over-run with THISTLEs, that I was under the painful 
neceſlity of going to work rather in a rough manner. 

To wave all metaphors, you are not to be told Gentlemen, that in the 
ftyle of Ton, it is not enough to ſay an object is beautiful, as in the days of 
our. filly grandfathers; but, to make it complete, we muſt add, that it is 
(a) See the Critical Review for March. | | 5 

(6) © A ſtrapping young fellow of eighteen.” —Srce the Monthly Review for April. 

(e) I mean no reflection here on his Majeſty's Gardener, Mr. Bro—ne, nor on bis ſon, who I 
And 1s in @ fouri/bing way, and has been lately tranſylanted into Parliament. 
1 monſtrous 
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"FO beautiful, Sow -will-hot theneface be ſurpriſed to find (as well 1 in 
the (a) anncred Plate, as in the deſer /ptions I give of them) many of my Beau- 
tres of this monſtrous complexion. In both, care has been taken to place them 
in the beſt point of view; and I hope to be forgiven by Meſſrs. the Pre- 
| ſidents of the Royal Academy for deviating from their mode in this Pare 
ticular, : 
Jo conclude, 6 by a very vulgar, but (ſor an Stor) com- 
fortable alluſion, I here place before you a ſumptuous Banquet; or (if that 
is ſaying too much) a good Three Shilling Ordinary; with ſeveral ex- 
tracrdimary Diſhes, a fe Sweet-meats, and Plenty of Vinegar on the Ta- 
ble. How a Lor and a Gogſe may reliſh by way of a Deſert, I cannot 
tell; but you will own it has the Appearance of Novelty at leaſt. —In the 
ſeveral Entrees I am perſuaded you will find no want of additional Pepper. 
Being fond of it mylclt, and knowing moſt of our Great Men to be Epi- 
curi de Grege Porcorum, I have not ſpared a Grain of it where it could be 
uſed with Propriety : but having it from good Authority, that a certain 
Great Perſonage feeds much upon Smples, and always on Simple Fare, the 
ſeveral Tid Bis intended for his Palate are prepared accordingly. 
As to the reſt, Gentlemen, I know you have keen Appetites; and, 
| hoping to find the Public as w ell ditpoſed, [ have given you room for cui 
and come again ; to which I will only add in a Simlar Phraſe—imitate me 
Cui fair, and Lat all. 


Hoping to heat of an eaſy B as ſoon as convenient, I am, 
Gentlemen, with due deference to you, and all my Gueſts. 


Yours, &c. 


(a) Being of Opinion that ſo many Male Heads (tho' very wiſe ones!) would make an aukward 
Appearance when jumbled together in one Group; I gave Directions to have the Head of a 
Satyr placed next to the md Face of our common Friend Jack R—hy : and after the Sar tyr, (ſtill 


more to heighten the Contraſt) that of an Old Iman. The Draughtſman in ſome meaſure de- 
feated my Scheme, introducing inſtead of them Oy” miſtake) the Heads of Ld B—th—rft, and 


The N 


| His Grace the D= of Gr—it—n, 
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A DIEVU, ye bards | whom harmleſs fancy leads 

To graze with calves in dales and flow'ry meads; ' = 
Creep up the cliff, or thro? the verdant brake, - br 5 | 
Then, with your readers {lumber o'er ſome lake ; . 
Or, rambling both where chance directs the way 
From paths of ſenſe and reaſon far aſtray, 
When tir'd, tho' ants may crawl, and ravens ſcream, 
Sink down to reſt, and—ſure as fate—to dream. 

Me ruder fates, that ſince my early dawn 

Have from my native fields my ſteps withdrawn, 
Now urge to ſcenes where peace is found no more, 
Where drooping commerce mourns her broken oar ; 
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Where no ſoft warblings float on every wind, 
But fighs and anguiſh clog the lab'ring mind. 
Let all, to garrets who by moon-light creep, 


To write themſelves awake, and us aſleep, 
Flights of gay fancy eagerly purſue 

High as their ſtations, and as filthy too 

Whilſt I with ſtateſmen and their imps repair 
Jo talk with kings, and fea/? on courtly fare; 


With nice ſurvey to ſtate devices pry 


Without a place or penſion in my eye. 


I aſk not fancy of the ſportive muſe — 
For once let Whitehead take her, and abuſe— 
With them, one genuine ſtanza to create, | 
A while let genius and refinement wait; 
But, candid truth ! in nervous vigour ſtrong, 
Be thou the plain companion of my ſong. 

Aw'd by no party, ſtinted by no fee; 

Bold his rude lines, and as his country free ; 
Let one firm bard new-ſtring the patriot lyre, 


Warm with the glow of Churchill's noble fire 235 
Bring artful guile to truth's unerring teſt; 
Low'r the big pride of title's lofty creſt; 


Sing who turn'd out and who remain'd to feel b 


The humbling vengeance of the regal heel. 


Yet e'er (ſince all muſt ryme, and proſe by rule) 
I boldly drag Corruption's dirty pool, 
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Waft me, O muſe ! to Scotland, whence I trace 

Its ſource, with that of every late diſgrace. 
Deep. in a cave where famine too might reign 

Could ſhe with vile corruption long remain — 


Well ftor'd with toads, with perjur'd oaths, a lies, 


In deepeſt mud this river takes its riſe ; 
Infectious vapors taint the neighb'ring heath, 


Replete with ſulphur, poiſon, and with death. 
How can a ftream or fount go purling by _ 
Without a nymph its waters to ſupply ? 

She who commiſſion'd from the pow'rs below, 

| Bids this thro” filth, but not thro' ſedges flow, 
Was all but what refinement might admire ; 
All that could raiſe diſguſt, or quench defire ! 
Her ſkin, where freckles glare, and tumors ſwell, 
Shew'd like the motley vermin of her well: - 
Her cheeks like gothic walls in ruins ſtood, 
Fretted—inlaid—and all- beſmear'd with mud: 
No heaving breaſts in ſoft luxuriance ſhew'n, 
Prov'd that her ſex was gentler than my own ; 
But like the rocks around they met the ſight, 
Bare, cragged, foul—to torture, not delight. 
Nor did her mind it's outward form belie, 
Seen thro' the mirror of her haggard eye j 
This without beauty, ſymmetry, and health: 
That ev'ry thing of av'rice but his wealth 
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Famine e cr gaſps for food and ſhe as wide 


To ſate her luſt for penſions, pow'r, and pride 


B. te lov'd the nymph—enamour'd of his charms, 


Oft would ſhe claſp him in her furrow'd arms: 


Then, if no wounds from Cupid's gentle dart, 


Fond mutual ſcratches rais d the pleaſing ſmart. 


One morn when oatmeal porridge, gorg'd in haſte, 


Had lull'd keen hunger with a rich repaſt, 
As in juſt cadence buſy fingers mov'd, 


She thus beſpoke the ſwain whom moſt ſhe bow! d. 
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Myſelf will guide thee to the fair abode.” 


„ High honour'd T hane | whoſe tide of noble blood 


Roll'd like my own ſome ages ere the flood, 

Hear with delight what fate to me reveal'd, 

As late we met by howling tempeſts chill'd ; 
Beyond that naked rock that rears its head, 

Like ſome ſtarv'd pauper from his filthy bed, 

A realm there 1s where milk and honey flow, 
Sweets which our own was never doom d to know! 


There from this day, like martial chiefs of old, 


Shalt thou, my Thane, create an age of gold ' 
There, like a ſtream which that bleſt kingdom laves, 
Mine ſoon ſhall ſpread | in deep and ſwelling Waves. 


Haſte then, my Thane, where yet unwarn'd by fate, g 


Weak gudgeons widely gape to ſeize the bait. 
And, leaſt bewilder'd on the lengthen'd road, | 


She 
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She ſaid—and, nothing loath, they hand 1 in hea 
With mickle ſpeed ſought out this promis'd land. 
Why ſhould I ſing how high their tranſports grew, 
When the firſt leaf-clad tree appear'd in view | 
Whulſt by the hand of lawleſs rapine fed, 
What havock in each turnip-field was made ? 
Till, ever prone ſuch truſty friends to greet, 
Britannia' s monarch gave a better treat: 

Till ſnugly ſeated near his glorious throne, 
Meat, drink, cloaths, wealth, and pow'r were all their own. 

Here ſtaid the nymph—her chief his brethren fought, 

Glad tidings to their greedy ears he brought ; 1 
Deſcrib'd the promis'd land like Iſrael's ſpy, 

And ſpread rich fruits to lure the wond ring eye; . 

No giant foes to ſlay them or upbraid, | 

But ſimple fools to welcome—knaves to aid— ' 
With ſcreams of loud applauſe each eager clan 
Around their T hane—like unclad furies ran: 

Where' er they paſs'd infecting ev'ry gale, 
They climb'd each mountain, ſcour'd thro ey ry dale, 
Nor ſtopt till with their chieftain they arrive, 
Where meanneſs, vice, and all their minions thrive. 
Hence paſt diſgrace, and preſent miſchiefs roſe— 
Hence Scotland's triumph—hence Britannia' s woes: 
From this our ev'ry frown of fate begun; 
| Corruption” s reign—and evils all but oe 
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' Ye, who enthron'd above this nether ball, 

Bid empires fade, or flouriſh, riſe, or fall! 

Say, ye all-wiſe, ye never-erring po. rs! 

Why ſend this northern peſtilence on ours ? 

What foul pollution,, what tremendous crime, 

Brought down this tide of vengeance on our clime ? 
When by the vagrant ſons of Iſrael curſt— 

( (Of all vile plagues, ſure, vagrants are the worſt !) 
Poor Egypt fwarm'd with locuſts, frogs and lice, 
King Pharoah's heart was hard and cold as ice— 

Vet if he will d that Iſrael ſhould remain, 

He made them drudge and labour for their gain. 

But our good Monarch, of indulgent mind, 

In whom all alien ſons a parent find, 

Whilſt they the #e/b pots and the onions ſhare, 

Leaves us to ſhape our bricks, and feed on air. 

To barren wilds (we'd aſk no vile pretence 

Could that but clear our realm, and drive them hence). 

Would heaven ordain 70 let this people go, 

Who but our ſov'reign e'er would anſwer no 

His whole concern to /ee this people ſtay, 

Who but would joy to point and clear the way ? 
For me (Heay'n knows !) my page of ſonnets clos d, 
Fd frank each paſs, and turnpike that oppos d 

Stand cap in hand to thoſe whom moſt I ſcorn, 

And bid*God bleſs them never to return. 


Their woes to. ſoften, and their fates to mend : 
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But why with Scotland wars eternal wage? 
Why brand her ſons in ev'ry cutting page 
Aſk why the maſtiff's angry teeth are ſhewn 
When ſneaking curs appear to ſeize his bone? 
Let them retire within their native ſphere, 
Nor ſtay to feaſt, and ſpread contagion here. 
Let them (at once their cellar, houſe, and grave), 
Tune roundelays within ſome rugged cave 
I who like them, (if not as proud) am poor, 


Will grant them all they've got, and wiſ them more: 


Will, from my ſoul, due ſupplications raiſe 

That ſuns more kind may ſhed a keener blaze: 

That nature, ſwerving from her former plan, 

May grant them ev ry requiſite of man; 

Trees bud where ſhrubs have never yet been ſeen, 
Each uſeful herb diffuſe reviving green ; 

E'ven flow'rets blow to line the purling rill, 

And chearful foliage ſhade each naked hill ! 

Nay more, leſt yet, -unable to refrain, 

They climb their rocks, and crawl to reach our plain ; 


The works of art we gen Toully will ſend, 


Impart whate'er in milder regions grows, 
Nor een deny the luxury of clothes: 
All but our charters and our penſions ſpare, 


To eaſe their wants, and keep them where they are. - 
| | - mm 
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But if in union foin'd like Hymen' s pairs, 
They prove what ever can be ours 1s theirs ; 

If unlike frolic dames improv'd by France, 
They ſtill reje& a ſep'rate maintenance; 

E'en let them all as friends and brethren come, 
As ſuch we greet, and freely give them room ; 
Not, as till now, our every place to ſeize, 


And pluck our ſtate, as Welchmen pluck their geeſe. 


But (if to ſhare our bleſſings be their claim,) 
To clear the path to int'reſt, as to fame 
And, (leſt from contact lep'rous ills we find) 
To leave their pride, and one thing elſe behind. 
Of thoſe who hither come but few I know, 
Of them ſtill fewer whence they come, or how— 
Let others joy to fix their aching eyes 

On rocks where barefac'd nature naked lies ; ; 
Heav'n knows within no ſecret with I feel 
To view the highland laſs or highland reel. 
They who on ſcenes of ice and ſnow are bent, 
May well go ſeek them all beyond the Trent ; 
But I (weak mortal !) more contentment tind 
Whilit on the banks of ſilver thames reclin d: 
In crape, or lawn, in pulpits, or in place, 
court no favour from the mean and baſe : 
Praiſe where I can, and cenſure I muſt ; 


Alike, in what I praife, or cenſure, juſt. 
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But whilſt low vipers baſk in favor's beam, 
To taint the ſource of freedom's bounteous ſtream, 
Mine be the taſk till fate's extremeſt hour _ 
To daſh reſentment i in the teeth of pow'r. 
Or ſhould I (doom'd like moſt who think and write, 

With owls and bats to wing my dreary flight, 
Not daring till my taylor s bill is paid | „ 
Where ſhines the ſolar blaze to ſhew my head): N 
Should I, unable golden meins to gain, Tt 
Mount next the clouds that ſail o'er Drury-lane, 1 „ | 
Sooner than write when hunger prompts to carve, | i 
Be choak'd with Otway, or with Dryden ſtarve; ö 
Then (for diſtreſs a ſad, and laſt reſource !) _ -Y 
Then welcome Scotland now no more a curſe 
"Tis beſt I own—if fates muſt ſo decree, - 
To ſtarve where all things ſtarve as well as we. 

Till then the mule in ſtrains of woe ſhall tell 
How ſtateſmen roſe, and how Britannia fell. 
Till then—fince now all hopes and. fears are vain, 
No more than this of Scotland and her Thane— 
Had but her ſons, whom hunger hither drew, 
Been kept from Windſor, Pimlico, and Kew; 
To bring this wiſh within the bounds of m_—_— | 
*Gainſt B—te alone could Britain raiſe a fence ; 3 
Still might the name diffuſe a facred awe, 
Nor Bru—wick own the picture I muſt draw. 
| G Z 1. Debs 
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Pray'r, and ef cat'ra duties at an end, 
Anxious who next may ſpurn, and who befriend, 
In doleful Aan a MIGHTY MoNaRcu fat 
Revolving o'er the various ſchemes of ſtate. 
Now felb Defpair with anguiſh fills his eyes, 
Now Hope allures him with her freſh ſupplies ; 
Conviction now, with reaſon at her fide, | 
Claim'd that acceſs, too long, alas! deny'd 
By low cabal, and early tinQur'd pride : 

When wildly ſtarting from his elbow chair, 
- He rav'd and ſwagger'd like a trolling play'r— 

Fach wiſh deny'd, each darling project croſt, 

One empire ruin'd, and another loſt ; 5 
8: No 1 to ſhield me from the coming blow, 
On evry ſide a traitor, or a foe ; | 
Perplex d, confounded in the endleſs maze, 

In vain for aid to ev ry point I gaze: 
As waves my iſle, fo ſnares my throne ſurround, 
And thofe inſult who want the pow'r to wound! 
« Curſt be that hour in which by rage ſubdu' d, 
I bade deſtruction roll her purple flood: 
« Curſt the inhuman mandate which 1 gave 
Jo ſend whole kindred thouſands to the grave 
« To bid dread war unlock the gates of ſtrife, 
« And devaſtation rend the ties of life — 


«© Now 
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( Now low'ring ſtorms with gath' ring fury rage, 
And ſlaughter marks each day's hiſtoric page. 

« Burg—ne farſt humbled in the martial field, | 
« Ere long the num'rous ſouthern ſquadrons yield; 
„Each deed, as varied ſcenes of blood we trace, 
„Or ſtampt with fury, or with dire diſgrace ! 
On Neptune's realm that once obey'd may ſway 
„My ſhips to each exulting foe a prey! 

«© Each act by wild diſſention's voice arraing'd, 
My credit blaſted, and my coffers drain dl 
Where! where is N—th !—dread fire, behold him here, 
With falt'ring voice, reply d the ſhiv'ring peer— 
Whence can theſe ſtreams of ſorrowing anguiſh flow ? 
And whence thoſe ſudden guits of paſſion blow? 
_« Ah, N—th! too well the fatal cauſe is known, 

« Why gloomy care fits brooding o'er my throne. 
Buy day II taſte it in my feſtive bowl, 

Buy night the hideous ſpectre haunts my ſoul ; 
In vain to ſhun the horrid fiend I try, 

„Still, till it glares before my wakeful eye ! 

« Ev'n whilſt by beauty's fondeſt ſmiles careſt 
Checks the wild tranſport in my turbid breaſt—- 
In vain to heav'n my trembling hands I rear, 


Ay 


** * 


* 


0 


een vain is urg'd the half-deſponding pray'r; 


« Horror ſeems wing d on ev'ry whiſp' ring breeze, 
« And ſtrews with thorns the downy bed of cafe |— 
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If when by muſing contemplation leid 
To ſeek contentment in ſome lonely ſhade, 
Fancy awhile from ſcenes of woe would roam, 


Soon keen reflection brings the wand'rer home: 


Methinks I hear in ev'ry breath that ſighs 
The laſt ſad murmurs of ſome widow” s cries|— 
N—th felt, and ſtrove Vith cunning to aſſuage 


The pangs of anguiſh, and the frowns of rage. 


Vain taſk |—awhile unmov'd the Monarch ſtood : 
Deep ſighs reliev d him, and he thus purſu'd. 
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| Whulft I depriv” d of ev ry friend repine ? 


Could I for woes my heaving boſom ſteel 

That tear the vitals of the public weal ; 

Yet other cares my yielding heart ſubdue, 

Cares, Oh! my N—th, that center all in you [ 
Like you, alas ! my fav'rite Be you faw 
Claim all my ear, and give my nation law— 
Now whilſt cabals the wheels of empire clog 

At times I view that mighty chief incog ! 

Long time I ſcreen'd him from each furious blaſt, 


* Long time I ſereen d yet forc'd to part at laſt ! 


And now, expos'd to ſneers, and public ſcorn, 

Muſt thou, my N—th, be from my councils torn 5 
Muſt all who now promote my darling creed 8 
With ſorrowing hearts regain the murm' ring Tweed! : 
Muſt theſe their titles, thoſe their wealth reſign, 


( Muſt 
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« Yes! thou, my N—th, to northern climes ſhalt go, 
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Muſt B—ke (fit judge of ſalmon, cod, and teal) 


Inſpe& my kitchen, and preſcribe my meal ?— 


And, oh! muſt W—t—th, blaſt my ev'ry hope, 


And pive rebellious fury ample ſcope ?— 


Shall thoſe command whoſe duty tis t'obey me ? 


No—T m a monarch—and Tl ſhewit, d— me ! 
Sooner with you to highland caves I U fly, : 
And bear the rigours of a northern [ky— 
Sooner ſhall crowdy hunger's wants repel, 

Or ſcanty roots that crown the barren cell, 
Than thus ſubmit to what my ſoul diſdains, 
And bear an uſeleſs diadem in chains: 


And ſoothe, as now, my every pang of woe 


There, grateful clans their foſt' ring fire ſhall meet, 
And due ſabmilfion lick my ſacred feet 


There caves ſupply the ſhelter of a tree, 
And $S—d—ch cheer us with ſome ſprightly glee TP 


The highland. laſs ſhall o'er the thiſtles bound, 


as 


And the ſweet bagpipe's tuneful note reſound |! 


_.. Nemh, who diſtinctions, as accounts, can ſettle, 


*Twixt beef and crowdy, cabbage and a nettle— 


| Urg 'dall hjs rhet'ric to divert the ſcheme, 


And wake the mon—ch from his airy dream. 


When San—w—ch came with hypoctitic bows, 


Like whining monks to pay his facred vows. 
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„ Health to that monarch whom enthron' d in might, 


Fame e'er ſhall blazen with her daz ling light— 


&© Whoſe fway, tho' now elate, and frantic grown, 
« Soon ſhall the humbled weſtern furies own. 

„ Soon ſhall compulſion with her rigid . 

« Bind in her ſtrongeſt chains the ſtubborn band. 
« Laſh'd to ſubmiſſion, aw'd by ſov'reign pow'r, 
% Rebellion ſoon ſhall raiſe her head no more. 
e The paltry knaves who aid her daring cauſe, 

« Or feel your vengeance, or obey your laws 
« Rank cowards all, of birth and feelings baſe, 
% Who ne'er will dare a gen'rous foe to mee. 

A At this, for once advanc'd the Minden chief, 
From whoſe dull brow was torn the with'ring leaf; 


Soon as the ſound of facing ſtruck his car, 
He foam'd, and froth'd like bottl'd ale or beer; 


Big was his look as on that glorious day 

When Gallia's ſquadrons own'd his dreadful ſway. 
Thrice round the royal hall he fiercely ſtrode, 
Thrice mutter'd o'er—make ready—prime, and load. 
Thrice in the cryſtal glaſs the wond'rous man, 


Admir'd his portly ſize, and thus began ! 
« Lofe not one thought, moſt dread and potent ſire, 


% On rebel threats, and Yankee's fruitleſs ire. 


They face a ſquadron they. the fight maintain 
« When ſtreams with human : gore the bluſhing plain ! 


58 Think - 
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Think not in them that daring might to ſee 10 
«© That ſhines ſo clear in Am—h—ſ, and in me! Ga 
Think not — (and here his truſty ſword he drew) 

« Like us they glow when conqueſt is in view ! 

Ys Like us, or Grecians round the walls of Troy, 

* March on, attack, flaſh, take them, or deſtroy ! 

« Heav'n fave us all !” th" affrighted monarch cry'd, 

As whiz'd the ſhining blade from fide to fide : 

ce Safe to it's place return that dreadful ſword, 

And for the heart he gave you praiſe the Lord. 

„ *Midit all the ſons of Mavors ne'er was ſeen 

« One of ſuch proweſs, or tremendous mien: 

“Within my breaſt 't has rais'd emotion dire, 

4 *Tig here] feel it, and I muſt retire.” 

He ſaid, and gain'd the door—with features mild, 


_- Great Minden bow'd, and fawning S——ch ſmil'd— 


Mean time in queſt of ſome imperial boon, 

Lank meanieſs ſent her darling Jen—n—ſon— 

With him came R—by whoſe undaunted face, 

Ne'er knew the ſmalleſt particle of grace ; 

R—by who ſcorns that weak, unmanly ſhame, 

Which (Heav'n improve us !) modeſty we name. 

Who values oaths, and Patriots not a ruſh; 

Alike unkown to tamper as to bluſh. 

R—by whoſe thoughts above all cenſure riſe, 

Nor ſeek the ſhelt'ring aid of low diſguiſe : . 
- Who 
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Who, 52 like, enrich! d by ſcenes of woe, 
Sedately fobs your caſh, and tells you ſo— 
To theſe, as N=—th, tenacious of his word, 
Came meanly ſneaking ſomething like a Lord ; 
Two brother Sawneys in their turn ſucceed, 
This for his tongue, and that his pencil fee d; 
Who late in colder regions kept their flocks, 
And tun'd the reed to bare ſurrounding rocks. 
To fill the lift, with looks demure and civil, | 
Mc. Feg—Me. Fag—Me. Doodle, and Mc. Devil— _ 
Each ſome ſmall penſion from the liſt implor'd, 
Whilſt Sch promis d fair, and Boreas ſnor' d. 
By this the Monarch ſhines in regal pride, 
Eas 'd of his fears, and ſomething elle belide— 
Proſtrate before him cringing minions bend, 
And the ſoft dram of flatt'ry's potion blend. 
Whilſt thus diſguis'd in ſmiles and tawdry lace 
My Laird now gives his doſe, and now his grace; 
A Nymph advanc'd in beauteous langour pale, 
Whoſe filent anguiſh told a deadly tale: 
Half. conſcious Trai—rs caſt a ſcornful leer, 
And ſcem” d to alk what brought the ſtranger there— 4 
Her boſom hea” d with many a lab'ring ſigh, 
She ſpoke — and tears fell trembling from her eye. 
__ « Spurnd by thoſe cringing ſlaves your bounty took 
„ From where they ſtarv'd in n Scotland 8 N nook ; 
| 50 Thoſe 
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Te hoſe ſlaves that ſtill ſome artful ſcheme deviſe 


To throw dull vapors round a mon—ch's eyes ; 
With meaneſt wiles his open heart to lure, 


. 


And give theſe wounds which time can never cure 


To you that pow'r to whom your crown belongs 
Sues for redreſs, and vents her bleeding wrongs. 
*« When firſt that ſceptre to your hand I gave 


T6 rule the land and awe the diſtant wave, 


Peace o'er my realm diffus'd a heav nly ſmile 
And plenty j Joy 'd to revel in my Ile : | 
No jarring factions then aflail'd your reſt, 


Nor proud rebellion ſcorn your high beheſt : | 


Tranſport and joy from grateful millions rung, 
And praiſe diſtill'd from 1 180 liſping tongue: 
Each muſe was proud my ev'ry charm to ſing, 
And nations ſought the ſhelter of my wing: 
Hope fixt her firmeſt anchor on my ſhore; 
Infernal rage and diſcord were no more. 


oh But now depreſt by war's Jeſt ave Hand: 1 


What deſolation ſaddens all the land! 
That blood which ne'er ſhould quit the 1 vein, 
Save ſome malign invader to reſtrain, 
Streams whilſt a brother gives the cruel wound, 
And (nature ſhock'd) polutes the bluſhing ground ! 
Whilſt fed that ever-gaping, hungry tribe, 
Whoſe palms ſtill itch to graſp the dirty bribe ; 

* 
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% In vain may F—x his flood of reaſon pour, 

% Or Th——ow like the hoarſe rough torrent roar ; 
T nd in vain may ſtretch his ardent lungs, 5 
« And B—ke diſplay his tenfold: gift of tongues. 

« Say how can virtue” I honeſt. cauſe prevail, 

60 When venal treach' ry turns th' unequal ſcale * 

« Whilſt in full pay corruption's legions ſtand, | 
Prepar'd t'obey their leader's known command, 
& And, as he ſmiles, or bends his aw/u/ brow, | 

« Fach to bring out his ſneaking ay, or no 

« What can I do?” the ſighing monarch ſaid ; 
e By theſe deſerted, and by thoſe betray d . 
% Aſk theſe the cauſe, to whom my pow'r I truſt, 

„Why all your wreaths lie humbl'd in the duſt. 
« Sand—ch ſhall own, and candid N—th declare 
My foul &er ſhrunk from all the woes of war. 
Each highland Laird with W—rb—ne fhall Join 
4 To own each meek and ſocial virtue mine.” | 

% Each highland Laird \” th' indignant nymph return'd, 

Whilſt in her veins the flames of anger burn'd, 

« Has nature form'd anew the guileful Scot ? - 

Vö˙ Or ik Poor Stewart s hapleſs fate forgot? 

“ For you, whom wiſdom never kindly taught 
« To check the ſprings or hide the rife of thought, 
« To truſt your fate 1s madneſs, I' muſt own, 
« With thoſe who' d fell a King for. half a crown 


* 


He 
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He who attends the nod and bell of kin GS - enorbengt oN 
Breaks ſhort her anger, and this meſſage vg. 1 
« Brown as a fand-pit, or a ſultry heath, nh Sl 


N rern 


« With haggard eye, and peſtilentia} Drestk - de e off 


Clad im foul rags—with Mleſt filth beſmear d. 
« Her face a male's in all things but a beard; 6 1d I 
40 From where the Tweed i rolls on its gentle tide, 
Demands admittance no or will be „ i 
« Her ſons ſhe ſeeks not loſt for many” Pear} no tn 


And, ſince they're Scotehmen, hopes to find "AG Hehe? 4 
—Shut ! ſhut the doon each Satoney ſtarting aich. A it 0 
Tie up the knocker—fay. we'refick or! dead. nn 

In vain the bold intruder onward preſ t. 
And in full horror famine ſtood confeſt. | nr 
Shield me, ye Gods ! from chis deteſted ſight! 1 W Er. 
Exclaim'd:the monarch, wild with dread affrighle. 
„Whence dares this wretched hag approach my ee, I 
«© By whom careſt? To whom ally'd, or known — . 


stung to the ſoul each Sawney turn'd pe N. 
Nor dar'd to own a parent, nor der? c H 
Whilſt her full heart with beating tranſſ port yearns, f 


To view in pow r and wealth her thriving bairns: 
Mean time in crowds her warmeſt friends reſort, 7.0” Beige 

Soon as twas told Britannia was at court: 2 5 5 | 

Elate with hope exulting patriots came, 


To fate their eyes, and greet the honous 4 e 


Like 


— 
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Like ſquadrons rang'd in Milton for the fight, 

On clouds, or air, who wheel'd from left to right, 

Theſe Miniſters of evil—thoſe of good — 

The ſons of famine and of freedom ſtood : 

This phalanx headed by a pow'r divine, . 

That by a fiend whole entrails loudly pine . 

God and our native rights the. firſt maintains 

This penſions, garters, ſtars, and golden chains. 

Famine on that, like monſters of the Nile, | 
Op'd her wide jaws, ! and grinn'd a ghaſtly ſmile : 

On this Britannia caſt a heav'nly look, 

Which all the anguiſh of her feelings ſpoke ; 

Such looks from meek expiring martyrs ſhone, 

As worn-out nature heay'd the parting moan.— 

Here wilt we. pauſe, with,feelings known to "up ; 
Here chiefs, hike thoſe they ſpurn, ſhall paſs review: : 
Here ſhall the bard, „ impartial, tho' ſevere, 

Inſpect the front, the center, and the rear— 

Warn thoſe at times who err reward the brave 
Hang up the traitor; whip the pilf ring knave; 

Not ran, but worth approve, like God and Paul: 

Be firm, be candid, and be juſt to all. 

Stand forth, e chiefs! whom pride and 3 tarch; 
| Obey command - be ready—halt, or march— 

Led on by me before your, monarch ſhew, 

What feats ye each have done, or yet may do— 
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The patriot lines our firſt attention claim, 
Int'reſt their ſcorn, and public 3 aim. 
Obſerve we next the mercenary troop: 
- Did ever Falſtaff head fo vile a group? 
Knaves who, like Swiſs, ne'er wait till rudely preſt, 
But ſell their ſouls to thoſe who pay them beſt ; 
To Michael's cauſe wha ne'er would faithful prove, 
Save lur'd by hopes of golden mines aboye : 
But who, ſhould Satan raiſe a ſecond hoſt, 
Would join his ſtandard whilſt he proffer d mot. 
But why gainſt numbers poiſe the random dart, 
When each ſhould feel it rankling in his heart? 
Like merit, vice howe'er debas'd, or proud, 
May oft eſcape unnotic'd in a croud : 
Heroes, knaves, fools, that in confuſion lie, 
Like buſts in heaps ſcarce catch the careleſs eye; 
When ſeen apart tis then alone we learn, 
To prize their beauties, or their faults diſcern, 
With juſt one grain of reaſon, and no more, 
Naught of true wiſdom, but of knav'ry ſtore ; 


Of ſenſe, what's wrapp'd in proverbs ſnug and trite, 
Of juſtice, truth, and virtue, not a mite: 

Void of refinement in his taſte, and mirt, 
His whole deſert what chance aſſign d him—birth— 
Who firſt appears ?—lt is—hold, let me ſee! 
With many a face theſe characters agree. 


F | Come 
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Come forward—yet—IF I would ſcape from blame, 
Such men, alive or dead, muſt want a name. 
Thou ſneaking, ſpurious virtue! (deem'd by ſome) 
Thou ſureſt guide to knighthood and a plumb ! 
Thou mean pretence t' enrich ſome brainleſs heir! 
Thou dirty path that end'ſt in Lord and Mayr! 
Thou ſource of all that gen rous minds revile! 
Thou nurſe of ſlav' ry, and thou cloak of guile ! 
By cits call'd prudence, caution by the great; 
By me whate'er ſhould raiſe contempt or hate! 
Shalt thou, when ſatyr lifts her vengeful arm, 
Unnerve her ſtrength as with ſome magic charm ? 
To mere diſlike the rage of ſcorn refine, | 
And of due value rob the ſterling line ? 
Shall I, when injur'd Juſtice bids me paint, 
More crimes than e'er were ſanction'd by a faint, 
Half ſketch the picture, leſt ſome knave upbraid— 
Here gloſs a fault, and there a foible ſhade ? 
No—true to life each portrait ſhall be drawn, 
No part be ſcreen'd by flatt'ry, or by lawn : 
III give each line, each feature genuine ſtrength, 
And write beneath it, ScounDREL, at full length. 
« Who is this ſaucy bard ?” My Lord exclaims, 
“% That threats to write, not only facts, but names! 
« Who is this tow'ring baſtard ſon of rhyme ? 
10 That dares t' accuſe ev'n grandeur of a cnet: 
| „ Nay 
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Nay more, makes free with kings and peers — That dares ! 
Shall I be frighted when a courtier ſtares— 
Who is this bard ?—no Scotchman you may ſwear— 
And what if young, or old, if brown, or fair ? 
What if dame fortune's heir, or hated child, 
She, like the great, deceiv'd him when ſhe ſmil'd? 
If both, from ties of faith and truth exempt, 8 
Firſt promis'd favors, then beſtow'd contempt ?— 
« Well! but his blood?“ From Adam, and if pure, 
I know no harm in't ſhould it prove obſcure. 
% Next fir, his ſect? ' Tis hard—but yet - agreed 
In what you pleaſe a Roman but his creed 
With that in youth like ſated turk ies cramm'd, 
And now, becauſe he can't digeſt it, damn'd— 


Fe told you all“ Nay, fir, —his occupation? 


Read on—to write all ſcoundrels from the nation.— 
Be wiſe !—and if you mult attack the great, 

“ Be't or to aſk a penſion, or to eat.“ 

"TY write—** Well ! if from that you can't refrain, 

Een write a libel gainſt the King of Spain. 
66 An ode on Rodney s triumph too may paſs; 
« But then be ſure to hang the Cote de Graſſe. 

« And, when quaint pun, or wanton jeſt prevails, 

« Write other Infant Rapes, or crazy tales.” 

Not ſo—T'll ſing of ſtateſmen, and of peers— 

To laſh them en.. Well chen ſecure your ears. 
| 6 What 
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© What is't to you if titled drones may thrive ? | 
What !—when I ſee them claim and rob the hive! 

Leave that to juſtice''—Tuſtice ne'er will wield 
Her partial faulchion 'gainſt a golden ſpield. 

Her path to Tyburn {till the matron knows, 
There cures all ills in parſons, and in beaux. 

But now (like Johnſon link'd with thoſe in pow * 
She quite forgets her j Journey to the tow'r. 

Shall knaves eſcape from juſt reſentment free 
Becauſe they rob the hangman of his fee ? 
Shall they, like thoſe who haunt the public way, | 
Firſt ſteal, and plunder in the face of day; 
Then unmoleſted ſeek their lone retreats, 
Enjoy their ſpoil, and glory in their feats? 
No—if on beaſts that hunger to aſſuage 
O'erleap the fold, we vent our utmoſt rage— 
(Beaſts which like convicts from our wrath appeal, 
Since both muſt live, and, if they eat, muſt ſteal). 
"Tis juſt, in ſpite of all that birth can boaſt, 
That thoſe ſhould firſt be ſcourg'd who plunder'd moſt. 
Come then, unfeigning muſe—nor brook delay — 

The debt which injur'd Britain owes repay. 
Aſk you what man (if ſuch deſerve the name 
Who boaſt no more of manhood than the frame) 
Firſt whiſper'd in his fov——<gn's ear to tread 

The ſteps wluch hapleſs Charles to vengeance led ? 
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Aſk 1 you wha lur'd by all the bard condemns, | 

Firſt pav'd the way from Berwick to the Thames? 

That charming way! that wide and beaten road, 

Which (thanks to fate !) his brethren ſince have trod 
Like that which leads to death's eternal bourne, 

Which thouſands daily tread that ne'er return! 

Who from the Weſt call'd war and diſcord forth, _ 

With all the Dev'l could ſend us from the North? 

Lo! where he ſtands !—his ev'ry action ſcan— 

Look up, and boldly tell him, Thou'rt the man 
As ſoon might fate her chain of things divide; 
From gold the miſer; Scotland from her pride; 

As from our throne remove this northern ſcourge, 
Whilſt Britain owns a K —, and calls him G. 
. ſcandal all!“ How ſo? © Aﬀert the proof — 
Say, when was B—e beneath a mo—ch's roof Ps 
Say you, wile fir, in Scotland's cauſe ſo keen, : 

When does the prompter act hon the ſcene ? 

If cloſe conceal'd (like ſmugglers in a creek) 

He bids each puppet enter, ſtrut, and ſqueak ; 

If, as he whiſpers, ſtamps, or ſimply nods, 

They raiſe the Dev'l, or /upplicare the Gods: 

Now plan a rout for battle, now for cards, 

And now expoſe a monarch with his guards; 

If not, till call'd, a Wh—e, or Queen advance, 

To talk, to ſpout, to Om a pray” , or dance: 


G The 
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The play'rs are mere machines—but he's the ſoul 
That views, directs, and animates the whole. 

1 This, and whate' er you will, I freely grant, 
« Of thoſe on ſtages who muſt whine, and rant : 
«© But, zZounds | a court—A miniſter compare— 


„That with a ſftage!/—this with a tawdry play'r !''— 


If this offends you——humbly then I aſk, 
Where is a courtier feen without his maſk ? 
Truſt me, good fir, for plots, and idle prate, 
No farce is equal to the farce of ſtate. 
Tis true when virtues condeſcend to wear 
That form which weak and /rfu! mortals bear; 
When truth, for inſtance, forfeits ev'ry word, 
| Becauſe degraded j in a ſhuffling Lord: 
When in ſome Baron crippled by the gout, 

Poor health on crutches lamely creeps about : 

When juftice moves as {low and {tiff as wax, 
And bears a Eid ribbon—not an axe; 
And when pure modeſty with down-caft eye, 
Speaks 1 in a pimp, as honor in a ſpy: 
If then we hiſs, and pelt, and ſwear, and blaſt, 
Tis well —I own the parts are badly caſt. 

But (Iweet reverſe !) when vice with all her train, 
Allures our ears with many a courtly ftrain, 
When ſhe appears without the modeſt So,, 
Not in diſguiſe, but propria perſona : 
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We « own it true, tho” loath to cry encore 
We dread, we ſee, we feel it, and abhor.— 
Look round the court, and that will quickly ſhew 
Fit actors both in high-life, and in low; 
When in Beaux Stratagems their parts they act, 
Not founded quite on fancy, but on fact: 
What courtier, when he feels a juſt diſgrace, 
But flies with all his caſh like Bonniface ? 
Since ev'ry day we ſquires and barons dub 
How can they want 2 Bagſbot, or a Scrub? 
What Nymph at court but acts alluring Cherry ? 
And in our may 'rs we ſeldom miſs a Jerry. 

A king !—a queen [—you have them at your call, 
Full dreſt with lords and fidlers for a ball. 

Below wait turnſpit, oſtler, porter, groom; 

On all ſides ample groups for cuckoldom. 
If ſome brave hero (ſuch we daily meet) 
Be doom d to ſtand, draw, bully, and retreat; 2 
By nature taught without the aid of art, 1 
Who like great Minden tops the lofty part ? 
When deep-laid plots of ſtate, or war are plann' d, 
Say are not N—th and $——ch both at hand ? 
And, if, to crown the whole you want a knight, | 
Have we not Sampſon—hold Sir Sampſon W; right . 

= T0 pleaſe our taſte tis always underſtood 
| The Britiſh ſtage ſhould fairly ſwim in blood. 
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Be't as it may, in moſt our pays tis certain 
That half the actors dyop before the curtain; 
Theſe feel (nor undeſerv'd) the villain's lot — 
By poiſon thoſe expire—and ſome are ſhot. 
But ne' er do bards ſuch tears of pity move 
As when the actors kindly die for love ! 

Bleſt had this now moſt curſt of kingdoms been, 
Could we at court as freely clear the ſcene— 

But there high knaves who ride on fortune's wheel, 
Eſcape the deadly bowl, and vengeful ſteel ; 

Hiſs'd and derided {till their poſt maintain 

And a& the ſame mad deeds of woe again. 

Since they (ſecure from ills, and deadly ſcars) 
Have ſwell'd the ſtage with all the pomp of Mars : 
Did ever Garrick a&, or Britons ſee 

Such ſcenes of adn tragi-comedy ? 

Now fleets manceuy'ring, veering, ſplicing, knotting! 

Now ſenates wrangling ; now fell traitors plotting a 

Abroad ſuch marching ! counter-marching ! fighting ! 

When beat, ſuch ne excuſes, and indicting 

At home ſuch praying ! faſting, and ſuch knighting | 8 

Can I behold theſe acts of mirth, and rage 
And not compare them with the mimic ſtage? 
No—and, whultt forc'd to ſee th he horrid play, 


For murder, war, and rapine I muſt pay ; 
JF | o 


| Whilſt : 
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Whilſt ev ry ſcene to tatter d rags they tear, 
I'll pelt thoſe actors which I cannot bear. | 
« Well, fir, but B-e”—is—<* Where? I ſee him nat. 
True — ſecret ſprings are beſt to wind a plot. 

In vain that fatal ſpring detection hides, | 

I cannot ſee but feel the hand that guides 
When N—th engag' d in parts profoundly deep, 
Firſt gives the blow, then hides his face to weep ; 
When chiefs as wiſe thro' all the bounds of ſpace 
Send fleets and armies on a wild gooſe chace 


4 


State jailor, ſcribbler, orator, or mute, 
Beef-cater, guard, or porter ſtill tis B—e. 
He plans, decrees, inſpects whate'er we view, 
At once the manager, and prompter too. 

Yes, mighty Thane ! if now we ſmile no more, 
It ev'ry act is ſtain'd with civil gore; 
If, whilſt her foes in cars triumphant ſhine, 
Not vice, but freedom bleeds in ev'ry line: 
This, ſhould it live when I mult ſleep in duſt, 
Shall bid loud curſes ſhake thy hated buſt : 
To times remote without a comment ſhew 

What 'tis to thee and S——ch that we owe. 
| Poets and Painters all muſt plainly ſee, 
In one ſure point, like married pairs, agree. ' 
"Tis this, when groves or portraits are diſplay d, 
To give each ſhade its light, each light its ſhade. CES 
e 1E Hence 
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Hence then from B—e to Rich—d let us paſs: 

Look you, good fir, tis mine to hold the glaſs. 
Come envy, haggard fiend of endleſs ſpite ! 

Caſt one faint glance, and ſicken at the fight. 

Come foul-mouth' d {lander ! blaſt my candid lays, 
And curſe that worth which claims the meed of praiſe... 
Thou too, dark malice | who full oft haſt ſtrove 

'To rob each patriot of his country's love : 

To hold in ſcorn each virtue up to view, 

And give to Ri- 
Come! and, as ever, venting ſteams of ſpleen, 
Bid all thy vapors cloud the ſplendid ſcene. 
When in his heart, enflam'd with juſt diſdain, 
Reſentment gives to zeal the flowing rein: 


nd what is St—m—t's due: 2 


Say tis ambition, ſcornful of controul, 

That wakes each ſpark of vengeance in his ſoul = 
Say tis whate' er in R- by we behold, 

JA laſt of pow r, or meaner luſt of gold : 

All hell full raging in thy harrow'd breaſt, 

Say what thou can'ſt, and leave to B—te the reſt. 

Enough for me, like oaks matur'd by age, 

Who mock the ſtorm when j 1 winds engage; 

Who ne'er like twigs with ev'ry breath can bend, 

Nor whom I moſt deſpiſe, or hate, commend ;— - 

(Whilſt like that hill which, tow'ring as his fame, 
O'erlooks the winding Thames, and boaſts his name, 

I view 
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I view great R chm d from the plain below) 
Jo plant this lender laurel on his brow. 
Bleſt were my theme could ev'ry ſtanza tend 
To pleaſe ſome miſtreſs, or to grace a friend! 
Tho' fain to riſe where fame's high honors bloom 
Ne'er would J mount on ruins to her dome, 
Did not the buſt miſplac'd, or noxious weed 
Obſtruct the path, and ev'ry flight impede. 
Theſe daſh'd to atoms—thoſe where'er they ſhoot 
1 pluck, or boldly blaſt them to the root. 
S8oon as high fix'd on virtue's ſolid baſe, 
I reach ſome name rever d ſome hallow'd. vaſe ; 
With awe I bend before the form divine, 
And burn pure incenſe at the facred ſhrine. 
But when, as now, who claims the deathleſs bays 
Soars up ſupreme beyond the reach of praiſe, 
Silent I pauſe :—each riſing thought ſuppreſt, 
I feel preſumption die within my breaſt : _ 
Then yield to truth the yet-unfiniſh'd crown, 
Loeſt flatt'ry ſhould miſtake it for her own. 
Wit, lawyer, ſtateſman, ev'ry ching by turns 
Which ſenſe approves, or indignation | ſpurns, 
Next M—nsf—ld comes, led on by pidling G—w'r— 
Now all for law, and now for lawleſs pow'r. 
As ſchemes of ſtate, or juſtice, moſt prevail 


He ſoars an eagle, or he crawls a ſnail : 


A lynx 5 
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A lynx whilſt tending fair to nature's goal ; 
That once forgot a viper, or a mole. 
There are who, ſtruck by M—nsf—d's . wit, 
In ſenates whiſper, Hark a Pitt ! a Pitt!“ 
That wit, when plunder d genius (a ) aid implor'd, 
Reſerv d its edge like Minden's truſty ſword. 
Then dulneſs, aided by the Jegalmacc, 
Arm'd in her cauſe the daring pirate race / b); 
Like Goths o'er wiſdom's ſpacious realms they ſpread, 
Firſt rob the living, then deface the dead: 
No ſacred relics ſcape the gen'ral doom, 
They drag whole mangled bodies from the zome : 
Each winding Hees its dormant charge reſigns 
Of bards, of critics, punſters, and divines Ces 
Felios that long in Turki/ pride rever'd 
Had grac'd the ſhelf with Ruſian quartos rear d, 


(o) Alluding to the Annihilation of Literary Property, when the Judgment given in favour of 
it, en the 2oth of April, 1769, in the Court of King's Bench, was reverſed in the H of 
. on the 21ſt of February, 1774, on the motion of L—d C—md—n. L—d M—nsf—ld 
having previouſly reprobated the meaſare in very ſtrong terms as cqually illegal, and ungenerous ; 


much was expected from his eloquence in oppoſition to it when it was debated in P t. The 
p. after a word or two of diſappro- 


Mountain, however, brought forth a mere Mouſe; his L 
bation, fitting as filent that Day as if he had been waiting for the Spirit at a Quaker's Meeting. 


() Piratical Printers and Bookſellers. 
(c) The Author hopes for fome indulgence from Meflrs. the Critics for the iy x this de- 


ſcription. For the truth of it he reters them, and the reſt of his Readers to the very correct and 
elegant Editions of our Poets, &c. publiſhed in conſequence of that moſt 2v//z ſcheme ot aboliſhing 
Literary Property. T his being a Subject of general Concern and injury to Men of. Genius, ſee a 
few more reflections upon it, in the Character of L==d C—md-—n, to whom we owe, and ac- 


knowledge the Od“ gain. 


Now 
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Now raiſe at once compaſhon, and a laugh, 

| Demean'd in half-tann'd beep, or greaſy calf. 
Shakeſpeares again that knew no point or ſpace 3 ; 
And Bibles without harmonyg and: grace. 


_ 

* „ 
* 
4 

— 


How would'ſt thou, Pope, have bluſh'd to ſee thy rape, 


Far more diſtorted than it's authors ſhape ! 

To find thy much-lov'd Homer void of taſte, 
And Mindſor's grove (alas ) a dreary waſte. 

Thy critic blund "ring—falſe thy moral muſe 

As canting preachers, or the daily news. 
Unchaſte thy Eloiſe, fo lovely once! 

And many a dunciad worthy of it's dunce (a * 4 
"Tis ome ſaw, extinct her gen rous flame, 
And ev'n deny d a parent” s tender claim. _ 

| Begot on lau, the 1m/e, or healing drug. 
Like Æſop's ape we all our bantlings hug. 

Neꝰ er did ſweet babes more tender fondneſs gain 
Than each dear booby of the teeming brain. 
No ſpecks, no blemiſh in the thing we ſee, 

As fair, as firm, and half as wiſe as we. 

Theſe darling babes (the frowns of fate to cheer) 
Pride of her age] does genius with to rear? 
That claim fo ſacred, and fo juſt till now, 

The Pirate race, and C—md—n difallow : 7 


(a) This may 15 indifferently underſtood, either : as the Tan, or Publiier of the Poem. 


5 5 1 
o , 
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Print 
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Print 8 await the groaning hour ; 3 
Scarce born they ſeize them, mangle, and devour. 
Ev'n his yet half-form'd embryo child of thought 
May ſoon like holy innocents be ſought. — 
Or (forc'd for fins indulgent grace to crave 
More baſe than thoſe its graceleſs parent gave) 
Be wrapp'd, like proſtitutes, in dirty ſheets," 
Or in vile garments wander thro” the ſtreets ; 
Till Tm with Pope in duſty corners thrown, 
And d—n'd like him for errors not my 0wn,— 


This genius ſaw, to rapine forc'd to yield, 
Tho' well defended by her Cheſterfield. 7 
M—nsf—1d beheld with ſcorn the dread event 3 ; 
Whilſt virtue ſlept, and ſilence gave conſent. 

I hate the man who (like a ſe& we know) 


Will own no virtue where he owns a foe— 


Ambition urg'd great Cæſar to the fight, 

But blame not Cæſar when he deigns to write. 

In courts of ſtate ſhould M—nsf—ld widely err, 

Say not he blunders too at Weſtminſter. 

Well may we ſigh when (ever guided wrong 9 

He helps the lame machine of ſtate along: 

Vet griev'd to ſee that better part forſook, 

We own him learn'd in Lyttleton, and Coke. 
Form'd in each ſphere of ſcience to excel, 


To think, to judge, decide, and reaſon well; 
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Why cock ſt thou M—nsf—I1d nature's plan deſtroy 

To herd with knaves, and gain ſome courtly toy'? 

Had'ſt thou {till joy'd to ſhed that dawning ray, 
Which e'er will ſhine in Pope's harmonious lay, 

Then in this verſe great M—nsf—ld ſhould receive 

Such praiſe as Pope to Murray deign'd to give. 
When I beheld him (then moſt truly great !) 

Plead for the knaves who gave his works to fate; 

When (ſad miſchance l) I faw the toil of years 

Mount in a blaze, and ſeek the kindred ſpheres 

I prais'd his virtue—curs'd ſedition vile, 

And wept with genius o'er the flaming pile. 

But when, like B—te, he gains the ear of kings, 

And guides his roya/ babe in leading ſtrings ; 

Grief, rage, and ſcorn my fix'd reſentment move, 

And laſh that madneſs which I can't approve : 


Too proud, or ſullen, (call it which you pleaſe,) 
To ſtoop to forms of dignity and eaſe. | 
Compound of pureſt induſtry, | and ſloth; 

Half whig, half tory, half a foe to both; 

With ſome who're ſtrong in faith, and ſome who quake, 
At once beau, ſloven, moraliſt, and rake: 
See Th—low ſtand, he ſheds a ſecret awe, 
And is, or ſeems as gloomy as the law. 
Like a huge bull that, jealous of his reign, 

Gores and expels each rival from the plain; 
| „ | 1 Then 
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Then ſeeks the diftant ſhade; or marſhy pool, 
His chief delight to bellow and to rule: 
By ſtrength of head and lungs a deſpot grown, 
He thinks, he acts, and —all but ſleeps alone. 
Whene'er he talks of chains that ever bind 


Thoſe who beyond a month are ſeldom kind, 


In others fornication's fin deploring, 

Whilſt he, (good man !)-can find no harm ; in » wh—ing: 

(Since all muſt know e: guo modo, et quando, 

He lur'd, and fill enjoys the nymph of Nando,) 

No ſound divine in dulneſs deeply read, 

Could ſend young pairs more decently to bed. 

In logs. as law, he quells the raging fit, 

And marks in each. the quantum /ufſicit. 

fo parſons gainſt the Dev“ their zeal diſplay, 

Not, as tis clear, from hatred, but for pay. 

So too pure ſaints of Rome on days of grace, | 

When beef makes way for turbot, ſkate, and plaice, 2 

Can prove it ſin, damnation, hell, and worſe, 

Their mouths {till wat' ring for the thing they curſe. 
Plain clothes and food are certain proofs of ſenſe, 

In neither filth, and gyuceleſo _ 

None more deſpiſe che tinſeld fop than I: 

But whence the breeches rent? the wig awry! 8 

Shall man, when bawbles ill with reaſon ſuit, 

More groſsly err, and fairly act che brute ? > 


: Better : 
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Better, if once we pals the decent line, 
To buzz with flies, than wallow with the ſwine. 
Laugh, if thou wilt, at oppoſition's farce, T 
But ſay not, © patriotiſm is all my ae. a "a 
In Th—low ſpecks as in the-ſun appear; 
The maſs how awfal, luminous, and clear! | 
Would ſome proud nabob (be that race accurs d 5 
By pow” r engender'd, and by av'rice. nurs d IR.” 
Would venal 8 that monſter of the . : 5 f 
Withhold the dow r, or rend che 5 deed? FE 
Not all the gems which Indies might expand, 1 
Could form a bribe to tempt his ſpotleſs. „ 
Long as to wond ring eyes theſe artleſs rhymes 
Diſplay the beauties of our golden times: LL. , » 
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One verſe ſhall fairly point him to renown, 
In courts no flatt 'rer—honeſt i, in a gown. 

See Fox advance with bold 7 cnt gair 
To guard, not rob, the hen-rooft of the > 
When liſt ning ſenates Sager) round, him bend, Tb, 
Hang on each word, and ev'xy pulſe ſuſpend ; 1 
Truth wings her way with ſtrength till then, anknown, 3 
5 Whilſt pale corruption trembles at ber frown. A ia 
Voice of the people. when he takes the Chair: 2 - * | 4 Ce 


Voice or the Dey when Paſſion, bids him fvear : 5 5 25 


34 


(a) Which by the by, bis .d. frequently does; and I entreat my kind readers to giv 
vun, and not me credit for whatever energy and elegance they may find in the expreſſion. 


K Ny | | Tn 
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In wide extremes his actions ſhine or fade, 8 

Like the young Sylvan nymph, or ancient maid. 
Now we behold him'box and dice forego, 

Now dup'd by knaves at hazard, or EO; 
Sworn foe to S——ch, Pehſions, and a jobb, 
And moſt conſpicuous in a ſtew, or mob (a). 


Forgive the Muſe that, wand” ring from her be its 


Dee” 
(3; 
- KS 


Excites a ſmile where reafon drops à tear: * 
Smile if ſhe muſt when real follies rife, 
Seen in the vain, the virtuous, and the 1 J 
'Tis not that ſmile which foft deluſion wears | 
When ſhe ſome poor cornuted fpouſe endears © 25 
Nor that low fimper, which ſupply q by art, 
Plays on the lip to hide the canker” d heart. Fr 
If in our Fox at times we laugh to find e 
A Jove degraded, or an Argus blind 
Soon thought returns to where ſhe firſt bem, 
Reveres the patriot, and forgers the nan. 


— 


By each keen brächer of the ſcience bit, : 
Short is the reign of knaves devoid of wit. 
Thoſe born to filch, low cunning moſt require 3 7 
Who pilfer, caution; who attacks you, —_ 
The tricks of Proteus, and the lion's paw, 

Who cheat and ans 8 in the verge of law. 


1 Parliamentary, or benen. AE 
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. By arts like theſe that man was form'd to thriveg, 

Who murder'd juſtice when he fav'd a cle. ie alt 
A Cl—vye to ſuch if mem'ry muſt . t ago? 
It is—ah! ho—it was a W—rb—ne H 4384111 
And (oh l. from fame's high-records. honor ke it Di 
Tis now my Lord Boureau. or ſomething like it. 
Titles, like thoſe they grace, I duly prize 

When no foul ſtain Wann glare belies: 
Like labels then on pois'nous port or gin 
They tell what dang rous ſpirit lurks within. u i 
When us'd ſome worn-out pitnping knave to grace, 
They're like the nauſeous rouge that daubs his Ace iH 
Seen and defpis' d by ev'ry loathing eye 1 
As ſplendid coy'rings for deformity. _ 
Till now m2y Lord or Sir before your name 
Were own' d due paſs- ports to the dome of fame: 
SGiv'n to the wiſe, and virtuous, not the gay; 

Jo thoſe who fought, and not who ran away. 

No.] ¾ (plenteous grown) we laviſh courtly favours | 
On few but dancers, fidlers, pumps, and ſhavers : 
Who trims our M—ch's wig, or pairs his nails, 
Puts in his claim, and ſoon that claim prevails: 

And ſoon, no doubt, the world ſhall ſee thee, Whitehead, 
| (Already ſquir' d, and crown'd) as nobly knighted. | 

Soon (as in Scotland many a glorious peer 
Deals out, where found, Tobacco, ſnuff, and beer, 


* 
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As ev ry Gt „and piping "cow-boy ſprings Z 
Like ancient David from a race of kings,) 
Soon may we ſee our barons, knights, and che 


Black ſhoes, bear links, -and light our lamps, and fires. 
Walk thro' the Town—who comes hy two, to _ 


If not my lord, Sir Sampſon,” or Sir John: 
Sir Dick, Sir Ned, Sir Ben, Sir Will, Sir Joe, 


Sir Tom, Sir Paul, or Sir the Dev'l knows who. © 


Tho rais'd by law, or all the deeds of war, 
Well may our nobles bluſh, and hide the ſtar, 
Since juſt derifion on their liſt can ſnexmIgutmi-ᷣ 
A Minden here, and there a L—ghb—gb—' 1 5: 
Think not his birth, or riſe provoke my hate: 


I wage no war with nature, chance, or fate. 


Not Scotland's woes ſhould raiſe ungen' rous files 


Would the referve her B—e's, and fend Arg—les. 


If train'd in youth to drudge for daily brad 
To raiſe that humble fate he -hither fled, 
Since like the bard for fame he took the 8 


*Twas well—by heav'ns ! J think the n Was OO WS! 


As uſt his claim her ev'ry {mile to ſhare- 


Who ſprings from Garret's, as from London's wile . 


Born (not thro' life's obſcureſt vale to glide) 


To check the haughty Spaniard's tow'ring baue. 
Say ſhall great Elliot feel diſdainful ſneers 


Who, ere he way'd the trancheon, ſnipp'd the ſheers? ö 


Or 
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Or ſhall the muſe her Ben, or Dodſley ſu . 
Becauſe that ſervd a maſon, this a knight? 


Wit, pow'r, and wealth on ev'ry ſoil are fown ; 
Pure genuine worth is virtue's growth alone. 

Alike high priz'd her influence we adore 

In Brunſwicks crown'd, or martyr'd in a More. 5 


Wer't thou by fortune, not by vice, debas'd a 


Did'ſt thou in tears the bread of ſorrow taſte: 
Did'ſt thou with patient Job on dunghills lie, 
With not one friend to raiſe thy drooping eye; ; 
Not leſs rever'd, or prais' d, ſhould virtue be 


Could ſhe, O L—ghb—gh, dwell with B—te, and thee} 


Whitg 6 his wit, and knaves provoke his ire, 
In attic ſalt, and more than attic fire, 
Will patriot B—ke with like diſdain refuſe 
This candid tribute from no venal muſe ? 
If with St. James we no diſtinction make 
*Twixt thoſe who ſteal a ſalver, or a cake; 
Who break our ſabbath, neck or collar-bone, 
Who fin in all things, or-in only one : 
Since all are frail, alike is vice or worth 
In B—ke, in S—dw—ch, Sav—lle, and in N Ve” © 
One fate muſt light on thoſe who ſwear or pray, 
Who fall juſt ſev'n, or ſev'nty times a day. 
| The king of proverbs (or the ſcripture lies,) 
Spite of his wiſdom was not always wile : 


Lk And 
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And prieſts of Rome thoſe beſt of ſaints below! 
At times require that pardon they beſtow. 
What wonder then, if ſuch the chance of all, 
That C—md—n ſtumbled, and that B—ke ſhould fall? > 
Tir'd of thy flights, and in thy childiſh mood, 
Bid fancy ſport with Little Riding Hood (a). 
| More childiſh ſtill cry, toys of ſtate to gain 
Throw by the gew-gaw—whine, and roar again 


Still whilſt employ'd in virtue's injur'd cauſe 
Wit, ſenſe, and genius claim deſerv'd applauſe; 
So long to praiſe ſhall candor own thy claim, 

So long ſhall Fame's high annals boaſt thy name: 
And, pleas'd to view thee in thy bright career, 
Mine be the grateful taſk to write it there. 


Who trace each brute beneath the human ſhape, 
In theſe behold a calf, in thoſe an ape. 
Some few in high diſguiſe awhile may paſs, 
But ſoon the perking ears betray the aſs; 
And, tho” we ſcorn to cavil for a name, 
Pannier'd, or budgetted, the thing's the ſame. 
Mild when a mute, tremendous when he brays— 
And ſtubborn as the maſter he obeys :. 
Such are the virtues which his fame enhance, 
Who treads each dirty maze of low finance: 


() One of Mr. B — s favourite authors, and quoted as ſuch in a late Parliamentary Debate. 


Who 


ADMIN IS TRATION. Ee 44 


Who (ſtrange to tell!) no na of int'reſt bears 
From lott'ries, contracts, penſions, and douceurs (a). 
As full-cheek'd monks returning from the queſt 


* 


(Monks who like cuckoos, feed from every neſt), 
With coarſer fare, and leſs-enhv'ning bowl 
Sate the confed'rate brethern of the cowl 2: 
So he the courtly tribe — and yet (good Lord !) 
Adds not one ſtiver to his treaſur d hoard. | 
Midſt wife projectors fee him nod and yawn, 
| Attended by the printing devil Str—an : 
Str—an with whoſe {kill not all the trade can vie 
For truth's full blot, or fallehood's genuine dye. 
With theſe that tribe who youthful heirs befr lend, 
And tho they ſcorn to give, will deign to lend : 
Whom not remorſe, but cautious ſears prevent 
From more heroic thefts than cent per cent. 
Conſtant frequenters of their wh—es and pews, 
Contractors, jobbers, brokers, bankers, jews : 
Dr—m—ds who kindly bring the promis'd ſum, 
And At- nſ— . with kegs of genuine rum: = 
Some clear their gains by muſty flow'r and oats ; 
Some trade in rope, or tar and all in votes (%. 

(a) I declare it upon my Honour, Gentlemen, I have not better'd my Fortune a Shilling 


No! Qucre, What has been done with the Revenue arifing from the Cinque Ports ? &c. &c. &c » 
&c. &c's. in re than would fill up at leaſt two Pages, were they to be 1nſerted at full length, with _ 
the Places and Venfions given to his F ather, Wite, Sons, Brother—and as long a String of &c's. 
as bctorc. | | | 1 

G1 purpoſely uſe plain 2 and Dealing with all the above mentioned Gentlemen, that they 
may under fland the one, and imitate tae other. 


Peace 


r * 
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Peace to all ſuch—if peace with thoſe remain L CG 
Who ſell their country as their ſouls for gain. | 

But ah ſhall genius ſtoop to name her price ? 

The ſcorn of fools, the proſtitute of vice !— 


As thoſe (the meaneſt of the human race, 


Some few excepted in a higher place,) 


Thro' ev'ry dirty path who plod before, 
And bear the link which once falſe Morris bore, 
Will light your Honour (ſuch can find no odds) 
To Court, to ſtool, to chapels, or to bawds : 
Such is that wretch for ſecret murders fit 
To fools and knaves who holds the torch of wit, 
' O'er beauty's cheek who ſheds the pallid hue, 
And bids her. bluſh for thoughts ſhe never knew. 
Such men, who, fee'd for moſt deteſted crimes 
Skulk from all vengeance but the laſh of rhymes ; 
Who ſpread contagious ſheets at random toſt, 
And blend that licenc'd drug the Morning Poſt ; 
Or, baſer ſtill, in Her alds of the morn 
Rouſe ſlumb' ring cits to ſcandal, and to ſcorn; 
All theſe ſurround him eager to explore, 
Who next ſhall pen one foul deception more; 
Who ſend forth ſquadrons from aerial bays ; 
Who raiſe reſources which we never raiſe ; 

Who write for S—dw—ch, Minden, B—te, and who 
At Fx and R—chm—nd aim the gating blow. 


He 
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He ſmiles on all, to each his taſk aſligns, | | 
| Approves the project, heightens, or.refines ; 
Looks half as wiſe as thoſe who paſs decrees 
In legal courts of common thefts and pleas. 

Not ſo when, rous'd from blunders, or a nod, - 
He ſees, and oh! he feels the patriot rod; 
Like Leake's ſore patients puking at à Purge, 
He writhes, he whines, and deprecates the ſcourge 
If wrong my ſchemes excuſe the pure intent : 
ane 4 waſh my hands among the innocent.” — 
So Newgate ſaints a doleful ditty ſing 
When (a) Ketch or juſtice ſhews the fatal ſtring. 


In this free realm where laws are made to guard 
Knaves, wh—res, or thieves, ſcarce one protects the bord; 
No wretch ſo mean, fo deſtitute as he 
Who boaſts no claim to legal property 
This—ſince poor genius felt a fatal blow, 
And figh'd to find that C-md—n was her foe, 
I0o heal foul cl—ps—to cure—perhaps to kill, 
H—nt, L—ke, and N—ton gild the magic pill : 
Who twiſts the Tyburn, or the 'marriage nooſe, 
Who forms a waſh to gloſs your teeth or ſhoes, 


{#) Honeſt 1 ack, 


EC. 
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He whom my ſnuffers deck in weekly pride, 
With him who ſhap'd the Jordan at my ſide; 
Each gets a penſion, or a patent by't, 

Secure that none can rob him of his mite. 
Genius alone, like out-laws, left to mourn, 

By alldeſerted, plunder'd and forlorn !— 

IIIl fated genius] from the birth of time 
Condemn'd to crawl in proſe, or limp. in rhyme ! 
Rich gem ! whoſe luſtre ſeldom finds the day, 
Doom'd m obſcure retreats to fade away 
Shalt thou alone no fix'd reward obtain? 

Spurn'd by the dull, and lighted by the wit 
Nay more, ſhall pirates when they dare invade 
Exult with Joy and C—md—n at their head ? 
Where is that boſom callous to the fires 

Which youth firſt kindtes, and which hope inſpires a 

On wings of thought the ſoul inform'd to riſe 
Springs from her load of earth, and ſeeks the ſkies. 
Like love, ambition' (ever reſtlefs queen I) 
Steals to the heart and rules the world within. 
We feel the flame, but know not what we e feel, 
In love tis friendſhip, in ambition zeal! 
Tis public good and virtue in the brave, 
Madneſs in moſt who d mn a ſoul or fave : 
Moſt wth by thoſe who moſt affect to ſhun, 
And ne'er fo ſtrong as in a monk or nun. 


„ 
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This flame which ſome may ſlight, but all endure, 

When fann'd by honor ſhines refin' d, and e. 

Led by fair Wiſdom thro” her calm abodes 

To tread the ſteps of heroes, and of gods, 

From earlieſt youth we quit the buſy throng, 

Rite with the lark, nor {lumber with her ſong ; 

By night we muſe m future projects bleſt, 

And give to thought what nature claims for reſt. 

Theſe borne with Newton round the vaulted pole, 

Mark by what rules the vivid planets roll; 

Thoſe ſeek the ſilent ſhade with Locke to find 

Each deep receſs that hides th' eternal mind 

What bounteous meeds the painful taſk await ? 

| The pow'r, the wealth, the pomp, and pride of ſtate ? 

All theſe deſpis'd—to guard our letter'd ſtore 

Is what we aſk—obtain'd—we aſk no more. 

Ts this too much, illuſtrious C—md—n, lay, 

The arduous toils of ages to repay ? 47 

As idly ſaunt' ring thro' this buſy town, 

Loet ſome ſpoil'd printer ſeize thy wig or gown ; 

Soon ſhould we hear thee anxious ior rehef, 

Exert thy potent bungs “ Stop! thief ſtop thief !*? 

The wretch i is ſeiz d—“ Knave! ſcoundrel! villain ! rogue! 

Wich each emphatic epithet in vogue. 

He pleads the caſe — true, fir, a wig I took 5 
4 Tis mine—I bought it“ —ſo did I my book— 


This 


* f 


ou * — — — — —ñ— r - 
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This diff” rence chiefly in the caſe is found, 


Lour wig colt five, my book five thouſand pound. 7 


Hard fate for thoſe (now baffled in their aim 


To fix ſure fortune on the baſe of fame) 


Thoſe who employ'd their wealth, their ev'ry care 


> hat each lov'd child the future gain might ſhare ; 
Hard fate! when till d and clear'd the gen'rous ſoil, 


That knaves ſhould reap the harveſt of their toil. 
Nor theſe alone the dire diſaſter feel, 


But all true members of the ſcribbling weal. 


The Grecian drudge, the philoſophic ſeer, 
The botch of news, the humbler ſonnetteer; 


Thoſe who dull pfalms, cr high-flown odes dhe: 
All, in a word, who books may fell, or write — 
For who but fools would give ten pounds to- day 


For what, next week, my lord may give away? 

Why for new ſchemes of ſenſe, or wit agree, 

Which thoſe who pay not print as well as we? 
By —— "twas baſe! (excuſe me if I ſwore,) 


When C—md—n robb'd the pooref? of the poor. 


To roar out glees which bawds might bluſ to bear; 


To mock what thoſe who own their God revere; 


Tempt like the fiend who trick'd our grandame Eve; ; 
Smile to betray, and Hatter to deceive ; 


This 
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This and what elſe of baſeneſs I may write, 
O 8—ndw—ch, in thy vir:u0zs ſoul unite. 
Tho' form d hy fate in-lewdneſs to aſpire, 
Pow'r owns thee friend, and tre—ch'ry greets thee Ges 20 
Nor theſe alone behind thy ſtar retreat, | 
But lov d and cheriſh'd legion reigns complete. 
No man in all the ranks of vice ſo mean 

As who from wounded friendſhip ſeeks a ſcreen: 
Yet when his (a) Wilkes the frowns of envy drew, 
Did not baſe S$—ndw—ch head the clam'rous crew? 
And why? Had ſnake-tongu'd ſcandal rais'd a tale 
To freeze the blood, and turn ev'n malice pale ? 
Some lurking mine had treaſon deeply laid ? 
Had murder plung'd in guilt the reeking blade? 
All this ſuppos'd is S—ndw—ch known to ſtart, 
When pity melts, or anguiſh rends the heart? 
Does he, when hopeleſs wretchedneſs appears, 
Bent with the load of miſery and years; 

Does he c'er feel that bliſs che virtuous know? 
That bliſs which heals and lends a charm to woe! 
Did he e'er form, when in true colours ſhewn, | 
One with that virtue muſt not bluſh to own 2? 


1 At the Time bo was proſecuted for the E/ay on 


„when L—dS—ndw—ch (who had 


-wead it previous to its Publication) was the firſt Perſon to call down Vengeance, not ot only human, 


but Divine on its Author, 


&\ 


N 


8 


3 
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et die too long exhauſted ſlave of luſt 


; Dry, and as pale as ſome half-mould' ring buſt : 
Ev'n he like ſaints could roll the mimic. eye 


Thro' each dark winding of hy pocriſy. 


Ves write it, Mem'ry, on thy brazen page! 
Record it, Fame, to each revolving age! 


May it more laſting, more nefarious prove 
Than each lewd rape of maid-compelling Jove ! 
Hear it, O Vice! and ev'ry word commend ! 


Bid all thy train of fiends and imps attend — 


'Yes—S—ndw—ch role (ye Gods! the fact 1s true,) 
And was or feem'd a foe to B—ds and you.— | 


Well might the muſe indulge a bolder nin; 
Nor malice guide, nor rancour dip the pen ; 


But why with F—x the wounds of conſcience bare, 


Which P—ge and D—Iben ſooth with tender Care a2 


Why prove that guilt which (oft his feſtive gueſt 


And brib'd to ſcreen him) S tton half confeſt? 


Thoſe who reform fill heav'nly choirs with joy : 


"Thus pity ſpares whom juſtice might deſtroy. 


Thou wretch ! now verging to that awful end 


Where vice no foe, where virtue needs no friend! 


Soon may it thou feel, with! Minden, S—kes, and Be 
That ſure remorſe which oft is felt too late ! 


Such 
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8555 doleful ſtrains as harping David ſung (a) 
- *Midſt fighs of anguiſh fault'ring on thy tongue, 


Jo ſome remote, ſome yet untainted ſhore 


Go—go in peace, repent, and ſin no more.— 


If high preſumption—vainly gloſs'd by art 
Can wit, can honor, worth and fame impart ; 
No more at ſneers, and public mirth repine— 
Wit, fame, and honor, St mt, all are thine. 
Ye ſtreams regain the fount from whence ye flow! 
Be chill” d, thou ſun ! ye icy mountains, glow! 
No more, ye W higs, be faithful to your truſt ! 
No more, ye Tories, ſpaniel for a cruſt! 
To drain each client's purſe, let lawyers ceaſe ! 
Let G——m quell, not aid, each dire diſeaſe! 
From northern cliffs be pureſt ſweets diſtill'd! 
Let Minden gain one laurel in the field ! 
Britannia's realm let S—dw—ch aid to fave, 
Or form one thought that mis-becomes a knave; 
Then ſhalt thou St t, with renown'd Sir Hugh, 
Obtain high titles, and deſerve them too. 


Lo! next inſpir'd by virtue's pureſt flame 

Appears the Britiſh Cato Eff—gh—m. 

: (a) We recommend to his L—dih—p the New Scotch Þ reflow, as containing the twang moſt 
ſuitable to his purpoſe and condition. | 


„ Conſcious 
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Conſcious of worth he views. with equal ſcorn 
The chains of ſlav'ry or of faſhion worn 5 : 
Above thoſe tricks of art and vain parade 8 
| Which draw leſs tow” ring | branches from the ſhade, 
In nature” 8 path he treads, and where he roves 
Acts with that ſimple Feedom which he loves. 


Good Lard ! what ſmirking puppet mov'd on wires 
Comes wriggling on, bows, ſcrapes, and then retues ? 


Who like ſome town coquette, or blowſy laſs, 
Ne er knew reflection fave within his glaſs ! 

Sure by that jaunting air, and mincing ſtyle, 
It is —it is no other than C— rl — le. — 

5 Train'd up by folly in extreme romance 
The thing is clever, for it learns to dance. 
When debts run high, and fordid int'reſt craves, 

Such mult be ſent to rule a land of ſlaves! 

On a fool's errand o'er the weſtern main 

It fail'd—and on a wiſe one back again. 
But peace, rude fatyr !—why one arrow ſped, 
To rend this flimſy web of filken thread 
Mere child of whim ! fo delicate and weal: ! 

| Let no rough blaſt. approach it's tender cheek— 
Let Panegyric take / on her knee, | 


\ And huſh the bantling with her lullaby. * 


Shall 
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| Shall I forget the man, whoſe dauntleſs foul, = 


Ge ſuch remember'd in each feſtive bowl!) 


The man who ſtemm'd oppreſſion's ſwelling wave, 
And drew the line *twixt Britons and a ſlave? 

Or, ſhould I paint him ardent, bold, and free, 

Say mult I tell the world that W—kes is he 2 

Stung at the name let S—ndw—ch force a ſmile, . 
Let Minden frown diſdain, and B—te revile ; 
Long as my mule ſhall ſtrike the vocal ſtring, 
Whilſt truth directs, and fancy waves her wing: 

S0 long ſhall W—kes (corruption's deadly bane ]) 
Shine in my lay, and dignify the ſtrain. 855 
Was't not for him ev'n now ſome lawleſs band 

Might daſh the pen of juſtice from my hand: 

Such, by a L—ghb—gh, or Sir Sampſon taught, | 

Seize for a look, and hang me for a thought. 

Yes, Britons | whilſt of fortune's ſmiles bereft, 

You {till can turn at will to right, or left: 

And if perchance by nature ſtout and tall, 

Can, as it ſuits, refuſe, or give the wall; 

If to one ſous your treas'ry melted down, 5 = 
You ſtill can call that friendly mite your own ; 

This, and what elfe of freedom you may boaſt, 
Without you friend, without your Wik were loſt. 


O = 1 | An 


(Wich if not reaſon, reas'ning on his {ide,) 


An Iron head, ſteel lungs and front of braſs, 


Kind nature gave to R—by and D—nd—1s (a) : 


In each complete by emulation made, 

Heedleſs alike who praiſe, or who upbraid ; 
Tis hard to ſay which molt can claim pretence, 
To what we mean by ferling impudence. 


D—daſs in vain by clear conviction ply'd, 


Stretch'd to moſt wide extremes, yet ſeldom rent, 


Can twilt his conſcience, or an argument. 


Well ſtor'd with ſpeech from adverbs to a noun, 

Whene er he can't confute, he alis you down. 
More callous R by (by the tuneful choir 

Such eminence in vice I half admire ) 

R- by unmoy'd to bluſhes, or remorſe, 

Diſdains reply, and calmly ſhews his purſe. 

(a) Bleſt pair! by all true ſons of braſs below a! 5 


By all true ſons of wealth and pow'r approv'd }. 


Be this the praiſe of each, in {lander's ſpite, 


That none (if naue) can call him hypocrite. 


' Faith-cobler blund'ring ſtill to find his end, = 
With looks where zeal and madneſs ſeem to blend ; - 


(a) L- A- for 8c d. 


(4) I muſt beg Mr. R—by's pardon for linking 1 with this „ bs which he 
is evidently expoſed to more riſks than one. I muſt declare with equal Candour, that, tho' in a 
polinical view, | place their Characters nearly on a par; yet there are ſocial virtues to be found in 


the one, which I fear we might long ſearch for in the other to little or no purpoſe, 


Where 
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Where ſenſe like april ſun's, or painted bloom, 
Glares forth, and quickly hides itſelf in gloom ; 
Bold as a drunkard, who to reaſon loſt 
Goes ſwagg” ring on, and fights with ev ry poſt ; 
G—don broke looſe, and rais'd a diſmal ery, 
Hurra] no wooden ſhoes ! no Popery !''— 
Thro' ev'ry lofty dome, and cave profound 

Malignant breezes waft the horrid found. 
Neligious frenzy thieves, and rogues obey, 
And Newgate burns t' extinguiſh papal ſway ! 

Such was the ſcene which flaming Rome difplay'd. 
When Nero fiddled at the fire he made (a). 

then we beheld that courage, ſenſe, and {kill 
Which A—h—it once might claim, and boaſts of ſtill: 
Saw martial troops to quell the riſing ſtorm 
In martial ranks with martial leaders form; 
With marital ſtrides they march'd, by glory fir'd, 
| Prim'd—pois'd, were laugh'd at, pelted —and retir'd— 
Then war-/ihke K—net ſmit with panic dread 
Left cits to guard themſelves, and ſcour'd to bed 
Jails yield their truſt they plunder, burn, deſtroy, 
And all for rage againit poor Popery 


Where lurk'd Great Minden whilſt by ruffians ſcar'd 
mM ranks Britannia's legions ſtood and flar'd 7 LEM 


(a) Lord G=— (we are informed) whilſt in the < Tower chiefly a:nuſed himfelf by 8 Palms 


on that initrument, 


He 
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He who could diſtant chiefs to congueft guide 
| Where vainly brave great Frazer fought and dy'd ! 
Who taught B—goyne'to ſhun inſidious baits, 
Mines, ambuſcades and ev'ry thing but Gates! 
Obſerve that eye where treaſon ſeems to dwell, 
Like ſome proud monk within his gloomy cell. 
Methinks I ſee, e'er half the form's ſurvey'd, 
His King, his country, and his God betray'd [ 
See crimes moſt foul in dark aſſemblage meet 
Each frown ſeems murder, and each ſmile deceit ! 

Yet ſhall the bard ſuſpend his deadly ſtrains, 
Whilſt one ſmall chink for Charity remains. 
Perhaps with N—th, miſguided, not untrue, 
He ſought for light, but miſs'd the needful clue. 
Perhaps (now paſt Britannia's brighter date, 
Not vice but error plung'd her into fate! 

This ſhould we grant yet when ſome diſtant age 
Shall ſhed big tears o'er time's revolving page ; 
When firſt in blackeſt dye his name ſhall ſtand, 

Scorn'd and degraded by each warlike band : 
When (ſtrange reverſe l) again they ſee him rais'd, 

f Whilſt Virtue ſigh d, and Honor ſtood amaz "a! 
Ev'n Candor's ſelf will feel the riſing gall ; - 
Will mock fair truth, and ſwear tis fiction all! 

Such, Britain, were thy friends, and ſuch thy foes! 

Theſe by Corruption led, by Freedom thoſe. 
WS - Like 
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Like Homer's chiefs, ere try d their nervous might, 
In long debates they urge the verbal fight. 
That done, ſave Minden (ah, all with rage Prepare 
For glorious feats, and more deſtrudive War. 

Deep ſilence reign'd as at her fay'rite whiſt; 11 
N—th frown'd revenge, and F—x had clinch'd his fiſt.— 


TS * . * ** * % % 3% 
"NID 1 — 
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d 


* * . „ —.— hw vere deflendus . 


The Manuſcript by ſome accident or hos being torn hag 
the Battle which might have enſued muſt be ſupplied by the 
Reader's imagination. All the information we can give him 
relative to it is—That Lord N—th in particular was fadly 
mauled by the Man of the People Indeed he had, more than 
once, ſeveral upon him at a time (which was not fair), fought 
hard, and roar'd out moſt dreadfully. —2dly. That his——— 
ſeeing the Whis Phalanx prevail, and apprehending, nor 
without reaſon, the total extirpation of the Tories, very hu- 
manely interfered in their behalf That, not being thought 
worthy of the bonors of war, they were fairly kicked out of 
their Pots That his ——— very generouſly rewarded moſt 
of them with penſions for all their ind /ervices—and that the 
parting ſcene between him and poor Lord N 1 was Ny 


moving. 3 b) 


| (a) Fad Minden feeing things come to extremes, and that an engagement muſt enſue, very 
prudently made his eſcape out of a back window, without being hurt. 8 
5 No certain intelligence having been received relative to the fate of Corruption, various 


conjectures are oy day formed concerning her. Some are of opinion that her Favourite Thane 


X ” Corruption 


=D -rAuTSLAUTEES Or 
<Qormaptiinl quell'd—Britanma's ſmiles reſtor d | 

Once more, fweet Hope! thy ſureſt anchor moor d 

_ Whilſt patriot chiefs with great and gen'rous care 

The wrecks by Vice and Folly made, repair 

He who each link of Freedom's chain combines. 

At once all cares of ſtate and life reſigns :- 

Great Wentworth. falls—(to.ev'ry Briton dear!) 

With B—ke and Virtue weeping o'er his bier l. 
Bleſt with that goodneſs Heav.n. alone can give, 

By which we dare to die, or joy to live- 

His heart, where Nature ſlieds her warmeſt glow, 

Bled with his country —wept with injur'd woe 

By real grief, not faſhion, taught to mourn! 

Theſe pour the flood of anguiſh o'er his urn: 

Yet half-reliev'd ſubmit when Fates ordain 

That, if a Wentworth falls, a Saville ſhall remain. 


Whom next ſupreme in council ſhall we ſee, 
P—land:the-good, or noble R—chm—nd, thee > 


enjoys her ſmiles unmoleſied. Many, on the contrary, imagine ſhe has taken refuge. at a ſtately. 
houſe in B-kley-Sq-re, where ſhe gained admittance by metins of a lin Penſion, (ſuppoſed 


to be worth about three thouſand and odd hundreds per ann.) which the contrived to /muggle at . 


her departure from St. J——'s, Others ſay, ſhe is hoſpitably ſheltered by a noble Lord at Buſhy. 
.P—k, or by. Lord S——ch, ex Minden, or St-—nt, or R-—by, or &c. &c. &c.. all under 
equal obligations to her. Time and inveſligation clear up all things. Till then, chuſe for thy. 
ſelf, gentle Reader. As to Famine, finding herſelf ſighted by all her Bairnt, and, like them, 
having no inclination to return home, ſhe is (I am told) a very troubleſome intruder on ſeveral 
Literary Geniuſſes in this metropolis. But, (God be thanked) I have not yet been Ore with. 
a. viſit from her Lag /bipe 

A whig ? 
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A whig Sure not a tory!—Yet I vow. 
If whig or tory heav'n alone can know. 


Say how, ye Gods] can rhyme or reaſon fix al: e + 
A mere, mere weather-cock in politics? | " 
Still nimbly ſhifting with. each ſhifting gal qq 
Now to the north his head, and now his tail! 


Hold, ſir, by Pitt this child of ſtate was train d. 
Pitt when in office never rul'd ! but reign'd. 
Thoſe who like planets round him roſe or ſet, 
In congregation not in council met: i ood. 


As minifler ha bade his fock obey— OO hh 
'Twas he who preach'd' the do&rine of the day. 
He choſe the text, or pfalm, whilſt they (good men) 
Sung to his tune, and echo'd forth. Amen ( 40. EB 


4 3 


(a) Jam obliged forthe 1 to leave this noble L—d's 5 Character unßbibed. He hag been 
bit a ſhort Time in Office. His Conduct is (perhaps very properly) myſterious ; and 1 would not 
hazard a reflection which experience and conviction cannot juſtify. If he is true to his decla - 
rations, and promoting the good of his Country, may. he with every honeſt man in it, proſper, 
and be ſupported !— | 

I: muſt however make a very juſt reflection or two, on one of his Myfleries which has come ta 
light; I mean the Penfion procured for the Support of his Ball- dog C. B=—, TI grant him to 
have baited L—d N—th, and ſeveral of our late Jong-ear'd and horned M=—ry nobly—That, . 
on all proper occaſions, he growls, barks, eus his 'Teeth, and uſes them well. 1 have no doubt 
of his fidelity to thoſe who feed him; and I think every honeſt dog ſhould have not only his da 
but his dinner and kenne too. Yet, as I do not know of his having any puppies to provide for, I, 
| think he might have been contented in the preſent hard times, to pick a Bone with leſs Meat upon 
it, than that which has been zkrorwn to him by his Lord and Maſter. (N. B.) the Meat alluded to 
weighs at leaſt 3000 pound Whilſt poor Mr. B—ke has not a ſingle ounce allowed him yet 
God knows, he too has had his ſhare of barking, is honcſt as truth, and has FGelps to look 


: after. 
BE | « Well J. 
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„Well! now 'tis over!“ What's the matter, pray? 
Can reaſon prove me wrong ?—* Reſentment may. 


The high ſtate weather cock — the growling cur 


« May make you feel. the venom or the ſpur. 

« Methinks I ſee you or in blankets toſt, th 

« Or rais'd on high beſtride the ſhameful poſt, — 
Indeed *Tis paſt a doubt—recant ! recant! 
Like pious S—rry, ?2—< That's the thing I want” — 
But why ? I ſee no reaſon, on my life; f 


'F keep no miſtreſs - tho' I keep no wife 


I pay what debts I can, and when I'm ſhort 

Much more than thoſe who wait, my pride 1s hurt. 

« True l but you write a bel How? a libel !— 
60 Ay Law can make one of the very Bible. 


Nes! tho' by prieſt- craft as by ages back't 
„ Ev'n that might ſoon be brought within to a0. 


% M-nsf-Id will prove“ —He cannot—< 'Sdeath ! he will 


| e So take advice retire, and drop the quill” EE 
Will M—nsf—1d prove that, when he bar'd the knee 


To drink a traitor” s health, twas loyalty - 


There are (from Rome) who leſs revere the cowl | 
Than in fome ſpreading buſh the folemn owl. 


And country bumpkins neer will dare to budge 


Before that two-legg d ſcare- crow nam' d a judge. 


I (wicked elf) to ſpeak my feelings plain, 


Ne'er ſtart at bug-bears ſacred, or prophane. 


I'll 
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rl plead my cauſe (cho both look wondrous th 95 
Unaw'd by M—-nsf—ld or his tow ring wig. 

Shall I like Minden own the pow 'r of fear, 

And yield my ſword becauſe a foe draws near ? 
Forbid it honor Honor, Sir, gives way 
When weak her numbers, or two warm the fray.” 
Scribling's an itch too keen to be endur'd : 

We ſcratch, deſtroy the maggot, and are cur'd. 
Scratch if you muſt, like daily Gazetteers : 

«« But claw not Kings, or Miniſters, or Peers.” 


Why not? from them the dire infection came, 
Which oft a cure, and now ſhall want a name. 
&« Grant it— but ſay hike Grah—m, Leake, and B—n, 
« Are you quack doctor to this ſcurvy town * 


The trade's a good one whillt they buy and pay 
when did ey - 


„ You ne'er have ſtudy'd phyſic” 
I mix no deſp rate poiſon in my drugs : 
When ſtrong they're or for mad-men, or for bugs (a). 
Simples J gather where they much abound, ; 
By ounces Virtue, Folly by the pound. 
Noſtrums I blend for that foul cancer, pride : 

Rank weeds of treach'ry bloom on ev'ry fide. 
Like Leake when found the drug I pill or cake it, 
And bid God bleſs and cure the fools who take it. 


E)] State Bugs, a very numerous Breed, 


. 
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Hunter, Sir, will tell 


«© You deeb; in bitters 
Bitters have pow'r to raiſe a ſoul from hell. 

By ſweets alone the tott” ring human frame 

Shrinks in each nerve, is rotten, blind, or lame. 

Would courts with ſtate diſeaſes be annoy'd 

Could that ſweet drug call d flatt' ry be deſtroy'd ? 

&« Still ! ſtill with courts, by heav'ns ! you make too free ® e 
E « Quit dang rous ſatyr, and be rut & by me. 

« I'd ſmooth each harſhneſs—ſtrike out ev'ry hint 

All, all too late, good Sir, the book's in print— 

Alike to them if on the ſhelf, or read; os 

When term comes round our printers . be paid. 


Well, then one only remedy remains 

What's that : Aſk pardon” Pardon of my brains p 

„Of North, of S——ch, L—gh—gh and Co.” 

Of N—th! of 8 ch ! me if I do 

„Well! but, like all who temper courtly lays, 

Lou ſure can mix fome fender drop of praiſe ! pe” 
Come then, thou Muſe, that never prais d before 

Truth in a flatt'rer, virtue in a wh—e! | 

As R— mb d honeft, faithful as the Dutch, 

Review each portrait ev ry line retouch 

Say firſt (no matter who the fact deny) 

| That courts were virtuous—courtiers would not lie. 

That kings (heav'n ſend them wiſdom, meat, and grace!) 

Put none but faithful miniſters in place. 


That 
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| That thoſe who whiſper plans, or ſpeeches pen, 

Are all (juſt heav'ns !) right honourable men! 

That half their praiſe would ſwell a round o@avo, 

Without one flatt'ring ſtanza—* Bravo ! bravo!“ 

Will this ſuffice? Go on''—Hold—let me breathe— 

Now then to weave freſh garlands on the wreath. 

Say, Muſe, that Minden's brave—in honor "RA 

 S—ndw—ch no more obſcene, and N—th fincere. 

To this een add, to make the whole complete, 

That R—eby's modeft—Bamber cannot eat. We 

Next form the contraſt— let mad feandal loofe— 

Call R chm d aſs, or mule —and F—x a goole. 

Make B—ke a Jeſuit and, as T—— gruff, 

Swear, lie, rail, flander « Hold! 5 wh 1 

Not ſo, whene” er our creed they dare oppole, 

Saint all our friends, and devil all our foes 

Holds good at Rome —“ True, fir, the point is clear, 

« And that's the reaſon we'll el. it here. 

« Write you for Vice—her ev Ty charm applaud ; 

Paint Malice white, and Patch up limping fraud; 

“Thus ſhall you penſions gain for what you write, 

And, like Sir Sampſon, kneel and riſe a knight.” 

Sir Sampſon !—knight !—Avaunt the high diſgrace— 
If fo I'll Huſh! no more—begin the RACE.” 


ya 


r 1 


HEROIC RACE 4 


"HAT time great Wentworth, as to heav'n he roſe, 

Heav'd the laſt figh for Britain's bleeding woes (a ). 
Like a raw ſtripling ſaunt ring home from ſchool, 
His pockets empty, and his mem 1 full, 


F—x, thus by Crance from weight of metal free'd 
Prepar'd to run with more than mortal ſpeed. 
Sh—b—ne and B—ree anxious for th' event b) 
Amus'd delays 1 in mutual compliment. 
Each well converſant with the prattling dame 
On tiptoe waits to hear the trump of Fame (c). 
It ſounds they ſtart—the fight attention draws, 
And each full ſtreet re-bellows with applauſe. 
F—x. 04 warm with port, like e an to che brim, 


Strains ev £4 288 and reeks in ev of limb. 


(a) This more 8 race than ever was beheld in Greece, was run by previous agreement 
immediately upon the firſt report of the Marquis of Rockingham” 5 death; it not being doubted by 
the parties concerned but that his * & c. would be given to whoever firſt ſhould carry the 
news to his M——ty* 

Charles F—, from a generoſity aural to him, ran for bis abſent friend the D. of 8 


Lord Sh—lb=—ne declared his averſion to move an inch for any man but himſelf. 


(3) With equal reaſon, as the Penfion buſineſs, we Profume, chiefly 8 pon: it. 
(e) This was the fignal agreed on for ſtarting. 


(4) Our readers will be ſurpriſed to find theſe two Political 3 ſetting off * places widely 


diſtant from each other, and ſcouring over different grounds, though haſtening to the ſame goal. 
T] — reaſons are aſſigned for this innovation: The firſt—that the ſpectators (who were nume - 


rous) might not know, til all was over, who were contending together, The ſecond—what they 


Scarce 
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Clapp'd, and huzza'd by all the'admiring throng, 
Like Hampſhire hogs he grunts and ſcours along. 

Scarce had he reach'd the blood-polluted pile, 
(High proof of Stewart's fate, and Scottiſh guile !) 
Ere firſt ſtern fate, or chance, or what you will, 
Prov'd by her frowns ſhe meant the patriot ill. 

In that inug cov ring of the parts of ſhame 
Which from the maſs it hides obtains a name, 
A thong for uſe, not ornament deſign'd, 
Binds and ſecures the /etlements behind (a). 
This ſtretch'd and fretted in the rapid courſe, 
for which we wiſely ſnap the verſe— | 


Snapp d ſhort 
From the full globe the /eathern caſe withdrawn, 
Like Luna's orb ſwell'd forth the glaring brawn. 


Check'd in his ſpring, impatient of hus 1 ire, 
Ile halts, runs, hops, or ſcrambles thro' the mire: 


And, like old hacks ſtill hobbling in his pace, 
Vents many a curſe againſt the bodkin'd race. 
Hard by the guards a wench attraQts our eyes 
Leſs fam'd for virtue than for ſmoaking pies. 


were contending for. For this end it was agreed (without meaſuring the exact length of the 
ground, as Pythagoras might have done,) that L—d Sh—Ib—ne ſhould ſtart from his own houſe 
in B-—kl—:y Sq-re : and Charles, unfortunately having no houſe to ſtart from, ꝝntu. ſely conſent. 
ed to ſally forth from Weſtminſter Abbey. We may ſay unwiſ/tly, becauſe by that arrangement he 
had to run uÞ, and his noble antagoniſt dorws hill, at leaſt half the way. Sic Fata volebant 

(a). We wonder Mr. F—x did not take better precautions againſt the preſent misfortune, he 
having, ever fince the beginning of the American conteſt, given it as his opinion that no depen- 


* Who 


dance could be placed on the Back Set/lementr. 


In THE HEROIC RACE. 
Who knows not Charles „Soon as he met her view, 
With quick relief ſhe (ſay not ran, but) fle; 
Blind in her haſte the a) gaſkins to ſecure, 

She drove—but drove too deep the pointed ſkew'r (b), 

The bawling chief ſprung forward with a bound, 

And gain'd at leaſt three perches by the wound. 

Think not on Charles alone diſaſters fall: 

Such $Sh—b—ne feels as oft are felt by all. 

For lab'ring on like ſome Weſtphalian boar, 

Soon perſpiration ran from ev'ry pore: 

And ſoon, too long in vile confinement pent, 

Heſternal cates were ſtruggling for a vent. 

Full in the ftreet the peer was feen to ſquat, 

Whilſt B—ree crept behind, -and held his hat (c) : 

Half-eas'd he ſprings, and, lighten'd of his bunns, 

Leaves ſcent behind, and buttons as he runs. 

III-fated Charles, tho' free from purging cakes, 
Meets with obſtructions at each ſtep he takes. 


% Per ellip/in for galligaſtins. The ancients were allowed ſuch poetical licences ; then why 
_ refuſe them to the moderns, eh ? Meftrs. les C—? ? | w 

- (8) This was uſed for expedition ſake in the preſent emergency. As L—d 8 with 
C. B. hooting before him) was at this n ſtretching along Piccadilly, no time was to be loſt,— 
« But where did ſhe get the ſkewer?” — There was luckily one in her beef feat pie, and nearly as 
hot as the wooden fake with which (Homer tells us) Ulyſſes bored out the eye of the Giant 


Polyphemvs. 
(e) Gentlemen Critics Lacking: what you are 7 eee, the old proverb 


Not 


«« The more you ſtir,” &c. 
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Not tt 95 8 Room!“ Bree roars aloud, 
Scours on before him, and divides the croud. 
Nigh where a croſs (a (whilſt ſuch were all the mode) 

Bade each rough porter 5020 beneath his load; 
But now, tho' ſtill bedeck'd with flaming gold (b ), 
Points out where ſtages inn, and ale is ſold, 
By Hunter ſent to purge ill-temper'd blood, 
A group of long-ear'd milky mothers ſtood. 
In long proceſſion afs ſucceeds to aſs, 
Creeps ſlowly tow'rds the Mall, and ftops the paſs. 
Here the great patriot melting with his toil 
(Since ev'ry joint was {lim with native oil), 
With lifted eye-balls and devotion rare, 
Sent up to heav'n a long neglected pray'r (c). 

Bear witneſs ye in faith and hope who truſt, 
Moſt dire misfortunes {till await the juſt ! 
Not rams for breeding or for batt ring made 
With half that ſtrength could butt the harden'd head, 
As thou, O Charles no time-cemented rock 
More firmly tand than ( i He who met the ſhock. 


(a) Before the Reformation, | 
(35) The Golden Croſs, Charing-Croſs. Ee | | 
(e) Gentle Reader | if by his example, and Paul's advice, thou ſhouldeſt ever be diſpoſed to ſay 


thy prayers in the midit of a crowded ſtreet, let me counſel thee not to look 1p, but before thee's 
or, take my word for it, thou wilt ſoon, like Charles, run thy head againſt ſome rude brute or other. 


(4) A ſtout old Plodaer as ever carried a Pannier or Budget through Bu Street. 


Patient 
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Patient of blows, | and long unus'd to Ainch, 

The creature brays—but never moves an inch. 
Selz d by the ears the hero hauls the brute, 

And ples each haunch with many a rude ſalute. 


Till, on his hide freſh bruiſes fall ſo thick, 
Fack ſhews his ſtern, and gives him kick for kick. 


Each aſs returns the ſympathetic bray. 
Long was the ſtrife ere Balaam's nag was ſoil'd; 


The patriot triumph'd as the brute recoil'd. 
Thus great Alcides when he ſought renown, 


Proclaim'd a race, and knock'd his monſters down. 


This labour paſt, the chief his courſe renew'd 
As if the Dev'l or Bailiffs had purſu'd. 
By what mere trifles (if by fortune croſt) 


May life's frail texture, or a race be loſt ! 


As well might Mindſor Cafle ſtand between, 
If we mutt loſe it by a (6) Windſor bean |! 
Sacred to Hymen and to Hymen' 8 fools,. 


Held by a Sage who ne'er was taught in ſchools; | 


\ 


Loud ſhouts the croud ! reſounds the long huzza !— 


( 


(a) As in all Races hitherto made public, whether Pedical, Horſical. Hobby-horſica!, Mulical, 


or Aſſical, the Rider or Runner's Dreſs is ever allowed to be a very neceſſary, and important con- 


ſide ration; we ſhould have informed our ſporting Readers ſooner, that Lord Sh—lb—ne ran in a 


dark diſguift ; ; and that Charles, as uſual, was in Buff. At the ſame time it may not be impro- 


per to make known to all lovers of foreſight and caution, that Lord Sh —lb—ne had wiſely placed 


three extra Troopers at the Horſe- guards, to ponent Charles from gaining any advantage, by 


running through the Park. 
(5) Which Chayles did, as will appear by and by. 


Where 


* 
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Where married dames obtain with ardent joy 

A blooming daughter, or a chopping boy, 

A Temple ſtands ne'er be that fatal ſpot 

By patriot, or cornuted heads forgot 

There, as on treach'rous (a) pods he chanc'd to fide, 

Nine times he roll'd in Trivia's fable tide ! 

Hot with the chace and ſol's full-darting beam, 

He pants, groans, ſmokes, and hiſſes in the ſtream. Ch 
This Grah—m ſaw—ſoon to his aid he ſprung, 

Now chafes the temples, now inſpects the tongue: 

Marks ev'ry ſymptom finds the pulſe is high, 

And, tho' well ſous'd the reſt, his palate a. 

« Dry!” cry'd the chief, half riſing from the Rink, 

6 Well you preſcribe ; oh bring me | bring me drink !“ 


* 


Not ſo— lo gaſhes—and contuſions dire ! 


For theſe my drops—for thoſe electric fire! | 
Rude was the fall—but let the muſic play 
Celeſtial “ D—mn your muſic ! clear the way” — "a 


* 


* 


He ſaid, and ran the many rend the ſkies, 

As in his turn quack Hymen proſtrate lies. 

| Ere this fly Sb—Ib—ne, all his labors paſt, 

Had gain 'd his points the (s) helm of State, and (6) 4 
| @) Pods of beans which had been ſhelled the night before for the Bother fogper 

(a) Power by which a Min 


r guides it—and (4) wealth, by means of which he carries full 


bail, Heaven keep him on the right tack * ! 


„„ N e 
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He tells his tale —both (a) Wentworth's fate deplore, 


Both band Bulldog Bree NO the door. 


Soon Charles arrives 6 Ah ! Grupo late ! too late! be 
How! Sh—b—ne?—*< Sh—b—ne” — is he “tete 3 tete! 
As when pale rage invades a parſon's cheek, | 


- Loſt or a tythe, or wifh'd for biſhoprick ; 


Or as when bailiffs ſeize the trembling bard, 
Or female gameſters turn the fatal card; 


So ſtood poor Charles—around him croud the train, 


Who ſaw him run—alas ! but run in vain (5). 
Nor theſe alone conſole the vanquith'd chief, 
But all King's Place imparts a fond relief. 
They draw the ſkew'r from where it quiv'ring ſtood, 
Warm with the ſcar, and ſtain'd with patriot blood. 
This as a relic fair Nerina keeps, 
J—nes hangs the head, and lovely N—on weeps ! 
Ev'n Cynder Mol who, that her Charles ſhould win, 
Thrice on the morn had ſipt her wonted gin: 
At once to cheer her fav'rite and her noſe, 
Tips off a fourth, (c) and hails him ere it goes. 
F f 
6) He ran well however, and had he not been delayed ons the 4% and pods, by Jove he would 


have won the heat. 
( r) A Lumoer, 


| Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd at ſuch marks of ſympathy ſincere 
On each he ſmiles, and chides the riſing tear; 
Loſt is his ſoul in ſcenes of bliſsful love, 
And half forgets that Sh—Ib —ne is above (a). 
One (Y) oath he fwore, to indignation fir d 
Frown'd. - turn'd 151 Pe- wal his B—ke retir'd. 


(a) Stairs with his Mx. | 
(b) In the manuſcript i it was marked in eyphers thus, 1 oath He. But er the t, two other 


round figures partly appeared, which muſt have encreaſed the oaths to tens, or hundreds, thus—10 _ 
—100—Theſe however being hardly diſcernable, we preferr'd the preſent reading as the # mol 
Eharitable, at lea, if not the moſt in N — 
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_ THE CRITICAL. REVIEWERS give the following CHARACTER to this pern 8 * 
„ Occaſional Squibs of this nature, arifing from ſome remarkable occurrence in the Faſhi- 
onable World, which has engaged public attention, have ſ:idom that degree of merit whicts. | 
diſtinguiſhes the little Poem before us, wherein we meet with many W wit t and hu-- | | 

mour, in very harmonious verſe, &c.” | | | | F . 


TN MONTHLY REVIEWERS oi At var, Tha die relies . 
100 good for the ſubject, tho? much to Bad for ſelection to this * 4. 22 n 2. 
readers may eaſily ns in what, chey are Gxceptignahls,” — | 
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An ACCOUNT of the Pet and Perre rind of that 7 HASSAN of 
WHIGS, _—— called the ane . Ge x5. 6d. 


